THE 


Lamentable and true 


Tragedie of eM. Arden of Feuer- 
ſham in Kent. 


| Who was moft wickedly murdered, by the 
meanes of his diſloyall and wanton with, who 
for the loue ſhe bare to one Mosbie , hyred _ 


deſperate ruffins Blackwill and Shakbag | 
to kill him. 


Whercinis ſhewed the great malie and dißi- 


malation of a wicked woman: the vnſatiable deſire of 


filthy luſt, and che ſhamefull end of 
all murtherers. 


AT LONDON, ; 
Printed by 1. Roberts, for Edwards bin and 


are to 8 ſold at his ſhop at the little North doore 
of Paules, at the ſigne ofthe Gun. 
1599. 
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The N of M. e 14 


of Feuersbam. . 


Enter M. Arden and M. Francklin. 
Franklin. Aden cheere vp thy ſpirits and dzoupe no moze, 
— Lo2d the Duke of Sommerſet 
Vath krielie to the and to thine heyzes, 
By Letter from his Paieſtie, 
All the lands of the Abby of Feuerſham. (kings, 
Her are the deedes ſealed ſubſcribed with his name and thc 
Read them, and leaue this melancholie meode, 
Arden. Francklin, thy lone pzolongs my wearie life, | 
And but fo2 thi, how odious were this life: 
That howcs me nothing but tozments my (cnle, 
And thoſe foule obiccs that offend mine epes, 
Which makes me wilh that foz this vale of Heauen, 
The earth haiug oucr my head and couerd me. 


ALoue letters paſt twixt Mosbie and my Wife, 


Ant they haue pꝛeuie meetings in the Towne : 
Nay on his finger did J ſpy the Ring, 
Which at our marriage day the Pꝛieſt put on, 
o_ any gricfc be halfe ſo great as this: 
Fran. Comfozt thy ſelfe ſ wirt friend, it is not ſtrange, 

That women will be falſe and wanering, 

Arden. J but to doate on ſuch a one as he 
Is monſtrous Franclclin, and intollerable. 

Francklm. Why, what is he: 

Arden. A Botcher, and no better at the firff, 
Who by baſe bꝛocage, getting ſome (mall ſtock ; 
Crept into ſeruice ofa noble man: 
And by his ſernile flattery and fawning, 
Is now become the ſteward cf his houſe, 
And bzauely iets it in his flken gowne. 

Fran. No nobleman will hs ſuch a peaſant. 


rden. 
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Arden. Yes, the 1 be that loues not me, 
But thꝛough his fauour let not him grow pꝛond, 

Foz were he by the Lo2d P2ofccoz backt, 

Ve ſhould not make me to be pointed at: 

J am by birth a Gentleman of blod, 

And that iniurious riball that atfen:pts, 

To violate my deare wines chaſtity, 

(Fo2 deare J hold her lcue, as deare as heaucy) 
£hal on the bed which he thinks to defile, 

Se his difſeucred ioints and ſinewes tozne, 
Whiull on the planchers, pants his weary body, 
Smecardin the channels of his luſtful blood. 

Fran. Be patient gentle friend, and lc arne ot me, 
To caſe thy griefe, and ſane her chaſtity: 

Intreate her faire, ſwete wozvs are fitteſt engines 
To race the flint wals ofa womans bzealt ; 

In any caſe be net to iealious, 

Noꝛ make no queſſion ot her lone to thee, 

But as ſecurely, pꝛeſentip take hozſe, 

And lie with me at London all this tearme, 

Foz women when they map, wil not, 

But being kept back, ſtraight grow outragious. 

Arden. Though this abhozres from reaſon, yet ile try it, 
And call her f&zth, and pzeſently take leaue: How Alce, 

Heere enters Alce. 

Alce. Huſband what meane you to get bp ſo early, 
Sommer nights arc ſhozt, and pet you riſe ere day, 
Vad J bene wake you had not riſe ſo ſwne, 

Ard. Swat Lone, thou knowft that we two Ouid like 
Haue often chid the moꝛning, when it gan to perpe, 

And often wiſht that darke nights purblind ſtades, 
TUould pull her by the purple mantle backe: 

And caſt her in the Ocean to her loue. 

But this night ſwert Alce thou haſt kild my hart, 
I heard the call on Poſbie in thy ape. 

Alce, Tis like I was a llepe when 3 nam d bim, 
Foz being awake he coinęs not in my thoughts ; 


Arden. 
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Arden. J but you ſtarted vp, and ſuddenly | 
In fteede of him, caught me about the necke. * 

Alce. In ſteede of him? why, who wasthere bat you, 
And where bat one is, how can J miſtake. 

Fran. Arden leaue to vzge her ouer-farre, 

Ard. Nay Lone, there is no crevite in adzeame, 

Let it ſuffice J know thou loueſt me wel. 

Alce. Now J remember where-bpon it came, 
Pad we no talke of Poſbie yeſtcrnight. - 5 

Fran. Piltres Alte 3 heard you name him once 02 twice, 

Alce. And thereof came it, and therfoze blame not me. 

Ard. J know it did, and therefoze let it paſſe, 

I muſt to London ſweet Alce pzcſently. 

Alce. But tel me doe pou mcane toftay there long? 

Ard. No longer there til my affaires be done. 

Fran. Ye wil not ſtay aboue a month at moſt. 

Alce. Amoneth, ape me, ſweet Arden come agains 
. Within a day oz two, oz elſe J die. 

Arden. J cannot long be from the gentle Alce, 
TWhilcſ, Pichael fetch our hozſes from the field, 
Franklin and J wil downe vnfo the Rep: 

Foz J haue certaine gods there to vnloade, 

Meane while pzepare our bzcakfaſt gentle Alce, 

Foz vet ere none wele take hozſe and away, 
Exeunt Arden and Francklin. p 

Ace. Cre none he meanes totake hozſe and away; 
Swerte newes is this, Oh that ſome ap2ie ſpirit, 
Would in the ſhape and likenes of a hozſs 
Gallop with Arden croſſe the Ocean, 

And thzow him from his backe info the wanes, 

Swe: Moſbie is the man that hath my hart: 

And he vſarpecs it, hauing nought but this, 

That J am tped to him by marriage. 

Loue is a Ood, and marriage is but wozds, 

And therefozo Poſbics title is the beſt, 

Tulh whether it be 02 no. he ſhal be mine, 

In ſpight of him, of Hymen, and ol rites. 

a3 | Heere 


And when J loft; J wan, and fo did hee: 
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| Heere enters Adam of the Flourdeluce. 
And here comes Adam of the flourdeluce, 
J hope he bꝛings me tidings of my loue. 
Yownow Adam, what is the newes with you ? 
Bt not afraid, my huſband is now from heme. 
Adam. He whom you wot of Mosbie iſtres Alce, 
Js come to towne, and ſends you wozd by me, 
In any'caſe you may not viſite hum, | 
Alce, Not viſit him? | | 
Adam No,noz take no knowledge of his beeing hare. 
Alce. But tell me, is he angry 02 diſpleaſed. 
Adam. Should ſeeme ſo, foz he is wondzcus ſad, 
Alce. Were he as mad as raning Bercules, 
Ile ſ& him, 7, and were thy bhoaſe of fozce, 
Z hcſe hands of mine ſhould race it to the ground, 
Tanles that thou wouldſt bzing me to my lone. 
Adam. Nay and pou be ſo impatient Ile be gone. 
Alce. Stay Adam, ſtay, thou wert wont to bee my friend, 
Aſ ke Mosbic how J haue incurred his w2ath, 
Beare him from me theſe paire of ſiluer dice 
With which we plaid fo; kiſſes many a time, 


Such winning and ſurh loſing, Jone ſend me, 


And bid him if his loue doe not decline, 


To come this mozning but alcng my doze ; 
And as a ſtranger, butſalute me there, 
This may he doe without ſuſpect oz feare. 

Adam. Ile tell him what you ſay, and ſo fart well. 

xit Adam. | 

Alce. Doe, and one day Ile make amends fo; all: 
I know he loues me well, but darcs not ceme, 
Becauſe my huſband is ſotelious : 
And theſe my narrow p2yping/neighbours blab, 
Hinder our meetings when we ſhould conferre. 


But if Jliue, that block ſhall be remoued, 


And Mosbie, thou that comes to me by ſtealth, 
Shalt neither fcare the biting ſpeech ol men, 
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Ao Ardens lcokes, as ſurely ſhall he die, 

As J abhozre him, and loue none but thee. 
Heere enters Michaell. | 

Pow now DPichaell, whether are you going ? 

Michaell. Tofetch my Maiſters nagge, 
J hope poule thinke on me. ; 

Alce. I but Michacll ſce you kcepe your oath, 

And be as ſecret, as pou are reſolate, 
Nlichaell, Ile ſee he ſhall not line aboue a wecke. 

Alce. On that condition Bichaell pere is my hand, 
None ſhall haue ci bies ſiſter but thy (cike. 

Michaell. 3 vnderſtand the Painter hcere hard by 
Path made repozt that he and Sue is ſure. | 

Alce. There's noſuch matter, Pichaell beleeue it not. 

Michaell. But he hath ſent a dagger ſticking in a hart, 
With a verſe oz two ffolne from a painted cloth : 

The which J heare the wench keepes in her chelt. 

Well let her keepe it, I ſhall finde a fellow 

That can both wzite and reade,and make rime too, 

And if J doe, well Jſay no moze: 25 

Ile ſend from London ſuch a taunting Letter, 

As ſhall eate the hart he ſent with ſalt, 

And fling the dagger at the Painters head. 

Alce. What needes all this, I ſay that Suſan's thine. 
Michaell. thy, then J ſay, that J will kill my $aiſter 
Oꝛ any thing that you will haue me doe. 

Alce. But Pichaell ſee pou doe it cunningly, 

Michaell. Why, ſay J ſhould be tooke, ile nere confeſſe, 
That you know any thing, and Suſan beeing a maide, 
Pay begge me from the gallous of the Shziefe. a 

Alce. CTruſt not to that p ichaell. 

Michaell. Pou cannot tell me, J haue ſeene it J. 
But Piſtres, tell her whether J line oz die, of 
Ile make her moze wozth then twenty Painters can, 
Foz J will rid mine elder Bꝛother away : 
And then the farme of Bolton is mine one. 
Who would not venture vpon houſe and land: 


When 


Fa 


When he may haue it * a right downe blow. 
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Heere enters Mosbie. 
Alce. Ponder comes Moſ bie, Pichaell get thee gone, 
And iet not him no2 any know thy dzilts. 
Exit Michacll. 
Moſ bie my loue, 1 
Mosbie. Away I ſap, and talke not to me now. 
Alce. A woꝛd oz two ſweet hart, and then J will, 
T1s pet but early daies, thou needeſt not feare. 
Mosbie. Where is pour Buſ band? 
Alce. Tis now high water, and he is at the key. 
Mosbie. There let him be, hence fozward know mee not. 
Alce. Js this the end of all thy ſolemne oathes ? 


Is this the fruite thy retoncilement buds ? 


Vaue 2 foz this giuen thee ſo manp fauours, 
Incurd iny Puſ bands hate, and out alas, 
Made ſhipwzacke of mine honour foꝛ thy ſake, 


And vcoſt thou (ap hence fozward know me not? 


Remember when J lockt thee in my cloſet : 
TAhat were thy woꝛds and mine, did we not both 6 


Decre, to murder Arden in the night. V 


The heauens can witnes, and the woꝛld can tell, 

Kefoze JF ſaw that falſhoode looke of thine, 

Foze J was tangled with thy tifing ſpecch, 

Ardcn tome was deccer then mp ſoule, 

And ſhall be Mill, baſe peaſant get thee gone, 

And boaſt not of thy conqueſt ouer me, 

Oolten by witch-craft, and mecre ſozcerie, 

Foz what haſt thou to countenaunce my loue, 

Being diſcended of a noble houſe, 

And matcht already with a gentleman, 

Mhoſe ſcruant thou maiſt be, and io farewell. 
Nlosbie. Ungentle and vnkind Alce, now I ſee 

That which J euer feard, and finde too true: 

A womans lone is as the lightning flame, 

Thich cuen in burſting fozth conſumes it ſelfe, 

Zotry thy conſtancie haue J beene range, 
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Would J had neuer tried, but liued in hope: 
Alce. What needes thou try me, whom thou neuer found 
Moſ. Pet pardon me, foz loue is iealious, (falſe, 


Alce. 0 liſt the Sayler to the Permaides _ 
Solokes the trauailer to the Baſiliſke, 
Jam content foꝛ fo be reconcilde, 
And that J know wil be mine duerthzow. 
Moſ. Thine ouerthꝛow : firſt let the world diſſolue, 
Alce. Nay Mosby let him ſtil enioy thy Loue, 
And happen what wil, J am reſolutc, 
y ſauing huſband h@ozds vp bags of gold, 
Co make our childzeu rich, and now is he 
Gone to vnloade the gods that (hal be thine, 
And Yee and Francklin wil to London ſtraight. 
Nofſ. To London Alce, if thow'lt bc ruld by me, 
Aale make him ſure enough foz comming there, 
Alce. Ah, would we could. | 
Moſ. J happend on a Painter peſter⸗night, 
The oncly cunning man of Chꝛiſtendome: 
Foz he can temper poyſon with his ople, 
That who ſo lokes vpon the woꝛke he dzawes, 
Shal with the bcames that iſſue from his ſight, 
Sucke venome to his bꝛeaſt and lap himſelfe , 
S wetec Alce he ſhal dzaw thy counterfct, 
That Arden may by gazing on it periſh. 
Alce. J but Poſhte that is dangerous, 
Fo; thou oz J, oz any other elſe, 
Comming into the chamber where it hangs, may die. 
Mol. J but wele haue it couered with a cloath, 
And hung vp in the ſtudy foz himſelfe. 
Alce. Jt map not be, fo: when the pidure 's dzawne, 
Arden J know wil come and ſhe w it me. 
ol. Feare not, weele haue that (hal ſerue the furne, 
This is the Painters honſe, Ile call him fozth. 
Alce. But oſbie, Ile haue no ſuch piaure J: 
Moſ. J pꝛay thee leaue it to my diſcretion? How, Clarke. 
Hcere cnters Clarke. 
B. „O 
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Heere enters Clarke. 
D you are an hors man of your woꝛd, you ſeru dme well, 

Clarke. Why fir, ile doe it foz pou at any time, 

Pꝛouided as pou haue giuen your wozd, 

4 may haue Suſan Pol vie fo2 inp wife: 

Foꝛ as ſharpe witted Poets, whoſe ſweet verſe 

Bake heauenlie Sods bꝛeake cf their Aedoz dzanghts, 

Aud lay their cares downe to the lowlp earth: 

Ale humble pꝛomiſe to their ſacred Puſe, 

So we that are the Poets fauozites, 

Muſt haue a loue, J, Loue is the Painters Puſe, 

That makes him frame a ſpeaking countenaunce. 

A weeping eye that witnellcth harts gric fe, 

Chen tell me aiſter Mol bie, ſhall J baue her: 
Alce. Tis pittie but he ſhould, hele vſc her well. ; 
Mosbie. Clarke hers my hand my ſiſter ſhall be thine. 
Clark. Then bꝛother to requite this curteſie, 

Pou ſhall commaund my life, my ſ kill and all, 

Alce. Ah that thou conltft be ſecret, 

Mosbie. Feare him not, leauc, J haue talkt ſufficient, 

C la. Pou know not me that aſ ke ſuch queſtions ; 

Let if ſuffice, J know pou louc him well, 

And faine would haue pour huſband made away ; 
Aherein truſt me pou ſhew a noble minde, 
That rather then poule liue with him you hate, 
Poule venture life, and die with him pou loue, 
The like will J doe foz my Suſans ſake. 

Alce. Pet nothing could infozce me to the deede, 
But Poſbtes lone, might J without controule 
Eniop thee ffill, then Arden ſhould not die, 

Moſ. Cnough ſweet Alce, thy kinde wozds make me 
Pour tricke of poyſoned pictures we diſlike, (melt, 
Some other popſon would doc better farre. 

Alce. J ſuch as might be put into his bzoth, 

And yet in taſte not to be found at all. | 

Clark. I know your mind, and here J haue it fog you,. 

Put but a dzam ofthis into his dzinke, | 


k 


O: 
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Oz any kinde of b2oth that he ſhall eate, 
And he ſhall die within an houre after. 

Alce. As J ama gentle-woman Clarke, next day 
Thon and Duſan ſhall be married. (Clark, 
Moſ. And Jle make her dow2y moze then Jle talke of 

Clarke. Ponder's pour huſband, £oſbie Ile be gone. 

Heere enters Arden and Franklin. 

Alce. Jn goob tune, ſee where my huſband comes, 

Paiſter Pol bie, al ke him _ _ pour ſelfe. 
Ke 

Nloſ. Paiſter Arden, being at London veſter night, 
The Abby lands whereof you are now poſſeſt, 
Tecre offred me on ſome occaſion, 
By Greene, one of ſir Antony Agers men: 
I p2ap pou ſir tell me, are not the lands yours ? 
 Hathanyother intereſt herein: 

Arden. Moſ bie that queſtion wele decide anon, 
Alce, make ready mp 2 I mult hence, 

Exit Alce 

As foꝛ the lands Mol bie they are mine, 
By Letters patents from his Maieſtie: 
But J muſt haue a Pandat foz my wike, 
Thep ſay vou ſeeke to rob me of her loue: 
Uillaine what makes thou in her company, 
Shees no companion foz ſo baſe a groome. 

Nosbie. Arden J thought not on her, A came to tber 
But rathen then Ile pocket vp this wzong 

Francklin. Mhat will you doc fir ? 

Mol. Reuenge it on the pꝛoudeſt of you both: 

Then Arden drawes forth Nosbies ſword. 

Arden. Ss ſirha, you may not weare aſwozd, 
The ſtatute makes againſt artificcrs, 
J warrand that J doe, now vſe your bodkin, 
Pour ſpaniſh needle,and pour pzefſing vꝛon. 
Foz this ſhall go with me, and marke my woꝛds, 
Vou goodman botcher, tis to you J ſpeake, | 
The next time that J take thee _— my houſe, _ 
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In fteede of legs Jle make thx cx awle on ſlumps. 

Mof. Ah maiſter Arden, you haue iniur d me, 
I do appeale to God, and to the wozld. | 

Franc. WMby canſt thou denp, thou wert a botcher once, 

Mol. Peaſure me what J am, not what J was. 

Aid. Why what art thou nc w, but a Ucluct dzudge, - 

A cheating ſteward, and baſe minded peaſant. 
Mol. Arden, now thou haſt belcht and vomited, 
The rancozous venome ot thy miſſwolnc hart, 
Veare me but ſpeake, as J intend to line 
TUith God, and his eleded Saints in heauen, 
I neuer meant moꝛe fo ſolicite her, | 
And that ſhe knowes, and all the woꝛld (hal ſ&, 
J loved her once, ſwerte Arden pardon me. 
I could net choſe, her beauty fired my hart, 
But time hath quencht theſe ouerraging coales: 
And Arden, though J now fecquent thy houſe, 
Tis foz my liters ſake, her waiting maide, 
And not fo2 hers, mapeſt thou eniop her long 
Del fire and wzathful vengeance light on me, 

Ik I diſhonour her 62 iniure thee; 

Ard. oſbie, with theſe thy pꝛoteſtation, 
Tye deadly hatred of my hart is appeaſed, . 
And thou and Ile be friends, if this pzouc true. 
As ſoꝛ the baſe tearmes J gaue thee late, 

Foꝛget them oſbie, J had cauſe to ſpeake: 
Then all the knights and Gentlemen ol Rent, 
Dake common table talke of her and ther. 

Mof. Wholiucs that is not toucht with ſlanderous fengs. 

Fran. Then Moſbie, to eſchew the ſpeach of men, | 
Upon whoſe general bzute all honour hangs, 
Fo2beare his houſe, . \ 

Ard. Fozbeare it, nay rather frequent it moze. 
The woꝛld ſhal ſce that J diſtruſt her not, 

Ze warne him on the ſudden from my houſe, 
TUcre to conſirme the rumcur that is growne. 
Mol. Wy faith my fir vou ſay true, 


And 
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And therefoze wil J ſoiourne here a while, 
Until our enemies haue talkt their fill. 
And then A hope theile ceaſe,and at laſt confeſſe, 
Yow cauſeleſſe they haue iniur d her and me. 
Ard. And J wil lie at London all this tearme, 
To let them ſe how light J wey their wo2ds. 
eere enters Alce. 
Alce. Yuſband ſit downe, your bzeakfaſt wil be cold, 
Ard. Come . Poſbie, wil you lit with vs, 
Moſ. J cannot cate, but ile fit foz company, 
Ard. Sirra Michael ſe pour hole be ready. 
Alce. Vuſband why pauſe you, why eate pon not. 
Ard. J am not wel, there's ſomthing in this bzoath, 
That is not hol eſome, didſt thou make it Alce ? | 
Alce. J did, and that's the cauſe it likes not you, 
Then ſhethrowes doune the broath on 
the ground. 


T There' s nothing that J doe can plcaſe pour taff. 
Pou were beſt to ſay J would haue poyſoned yott, 
J cannot ſpcake oz caſt aſide mp eye ; 
But hc imagines J haue ſtept awzp. 
Yere's he that you caſt in my teth lo off, 
Now wil J be conuinced, oz purge my ſelfe, 
I charge the ſpeake to this miſtruſiful man, 
Thou that wouldſt ſ& me hang, thou Poſbie thou, 
hat fanour haſt thou had moze then a kiſſe 
At comming oz departing from the Towne : 

Noſ. Won wꝛong your ſelfe and me, to caft theſe doubts: 
Pour louing huſband is not iealious. 

Ard. Thy gentle miſtres Alce, cannot J bo ill, 
But voule accuſe your ſelfe, 
Francklin thou haſt a bore of Pethꝛidate, 
Ile take a little to pꝛeuent the wozlſt, 

Fran. Da ſo, and let vs pꝛeſentlp take hozſe, 
Dy life foz yours pe ſhal do wel enough. 

Alce. Glue me a ſpone, ile cate of it my ſelle, 
Vould it were ful e to the bꝛim, 

3 | Then 
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Then ſhould my carcs and troubles haue an end, 
Vas euer ſilly woman ſo tozmented ? | 
Arden. Be patient ſweet loue, J miſtruſt not thee, 


Alce. Hod will reuenge it Arden if thou dooſt. 
Foz neuer woman lou d her huſband better then J do thee. 
Arden. A know it ſweet Alce, ceaſe to complaine, 
Leaſt that in teares J aunſwere thee againe. 
Frank. Come leaue this dall ping, and let vs away. 
Alce. Fozbeare to wound me with that bitter wozd, 
Arvenſhall goe to London in mine armes. 
Arden. Loth am J to depart, yet J mult goe, 
Alce. Milt thou to London then, and leaue me here ? 
Ah if thou loue me gentle Arden tap, 
Pet if thy buſines be of great umpozt 
Soe if thou wilt, Ile beare it as J map: 
But wꝛite from London to me euerp weeke, 
Nay euerp dap, and ſtay no longer there 
Then thou mult needes, leaſt that J die foz ſo;row, 
Arden. Ile wzite vnto thee euery other tide, 
And ſo farewell Cwecte Alce till we meete next. 
. Alce. Farewell huſband ſ&ing youle daue it ſo, 
And H. Francklin, ſeeing you take him hence, 
In hope youle haſten him home, Ile giue you this. 
and then ſhee kiſleth him, 
Fran. And iſ he (tay, the fault hall not be mine, 
MPoſ bie farewell, and ſe you keepe your oath, 
Nlof. J hope he is not iealious of me now. 
Arden. No Pol bie no, hereafter thinke ok me 
As of your deereſt friend, and ſo fart well. 
Exeunt Arden; Francklin, and Michaell. 
Alcc. J am glad he is gone, he was about to tap, 
But did you marke me then how J bzake of ? 
Mol. J Alte, and it was cunniugly perfozmd, 
But what a villaine was the Yainter Clacke ? | 
Alce. Iss it not a goodly poyſon that he gaue 
Why hc's as well now, as hc was befoze, 
It ſhould haue beene ſome finc confection, 
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Chat might haue giuen the bꝛoth ſome daintie taſt. 
This powder was too groſſe and populos. 
Mosb. But had he eaten but thꝛe ſponefuls moze, 
Then had he died, and our lane continued. 
Alce. Ahr ſo it hall Pol bie, albeit he line, 
Mosb. It is impoſſible, foz J haue (wozne 
Neuer hereafter toſolicite thee, © 
D; whilſt he liues, once moze impoztune thee. 
Alce. Thou ſhalt not neede, J will impoztune thee. 
What ſhall an oath make the fo:ſake my loue : 
As if J baue not ſwoꝛne as much mylelfe, - 
And giuen my hand vnto him in the Church, 
Tuſh Mol bie, oathes are wozds,and woꝛ ds are wind, 
And winde is mutable: then J conclude, 
Tis childihnes to ſtand vpon an oath. | 
Mol. Well pꝛoued iſtres Alce, pet by your leaue, 1 
Ile kecpe mine vnbꝛoken whillt he lines, 
Alce. J doe and ſpare not, his tune is but ſhozt, 
Foz if thou beſt as reſolute as J, | 
Wele haue him murdered as he walkes the reetes: ; 
Jn London many Alehouſe Kuffins keepe, 
Which as JA heare will murther men foz gold, 
Ther ſhall be ſoundly fed, to pay him home: 
Heere enters Greene. 
Moſ. Alce whats he Þ comes ponder, knoweft thou him: 
Alce. Pol bie be gone, J hope tis one that comes J 
To put in pꝛadiſe our intended dzifts,. - 
Exit Mosbie. 
Greene. Miſtres Arden you are well met, 
J am ſozry that your Yuſbandisfrom home, 
When as my purpoſed tourney was to him, 
Pet all my labour is not ſpent in vaine; . - 
Foz JI ſuppoſe that you can full diſcourſe,. 
And flat reſolne me ofthe thing J ſeeke. 
Alce. What is it maiſter = rp 2 Jf that Xmay 
Oꝛ can, with ſafetie, J will anſwers you, 


Greene. J heard your huſ band had the gramtsflate, 
a | T Ns 
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© Confirmed by letters patents from the hing, 
Or all the lands ofthe Abby of Feuerſham, 


Generally intitled, ſo that all fo2zmer grants, 
Are cut off, whereof J my lelfe had one. þ 
But now my intereſt by that is voide, 

This is all miſtris Arden, is it true oꝛ no: | 
Alce. True maiſter Greene,the lands are his in ſtate, 

And whatſoeur leaſes were befoze, * 

Are voide foz tearme of maiſter Ardens life : 

Ve hath the grant vnder the Chancery ſeale. 
Greene. Pardon me miſtres Arden, J mult ſpeake, 

Foz J am toucht, pour huſband doth me wzong :; 

To w2ingme from the little land J haue. 

Dy liuing is my life, onely that 

Keſteth remained of my poztton. 

Deſire of wealth is endleſſe in his minde, 

And he is greedy gaping ſtil fo2 gaine, 

Noz carcs he though poung Gentlemen doe beg, 

So he may ſcrape and hood vp in his poutch, 

But ſeeing he hath taken my lands, Ile valcw life: 

As careleſſe, as he is carcfulfoz to get, 

And tel him this from me, ile be reuenged, f 

And ſo, as he ſhal wiſh the Abby lands 

Vad reſted ſtil, within their fozmer ſtate. : 

Alce. Alas poze Gentleman, J pitty you, | 
And wee is me that any man ſhould want, ; 
Sod knowes tis not my fault, łut wonder not | g 

Though he be hard to others, when to me, | 

Ah maiſter Greene, God knowes how x am vbſd: 
Greene. Why miſtres Arden can the crabbed churle, 

Uſe you vnkindly, reſpects he not yeur pour birth: 

Pour honozable friends, noz what pou bzought : 

Thy? all Kent knowes your parentage, and what you are. 
Ace. Ah maiſter Greene be it ſpoken in ſecret here, 

Ineuer line god day with him alone: 

TAhen he is at home, then haue J froward lokes, 

Hard wozds and blowes,'fo mend the match withall: 
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And though J might content as god a man, 
Pet dath he kerpe in every toner Truls, 
And weary with his Lrugs at home, 
Then rides he fraight fo London, there fozfoth 
He reuels it among ſuch filthy ones, | 
As counſels him to make away his wife: 
Thus liue J daily in continual feare ; 
In (ozrow, ſo diſpatring of redzefle -- 
As enery day I wich with harty pzayer, 
That he 02 J were taken fo2th the wozid. 
 . Greene. Nowtrult me miſtres Alce, it graueth me, 
So faire a creature ſhould be ſo abuſed, 
— Why who would haue thought the cinil fir, fo tollen, 
Pe lakes ſo ſmothly, now fie vpon him Churle. 
And ik he line a day he lines to long, 
But frolick woman, A ſhal be the man, 
Shal ſet vou free from all this diſcontent ; 
And if the Churke deny my intereſt, 
And wil not yeld my le aſe into my hand, 
Ile pap him home, what euer hapto me. 
- FANAlce Vut ſpeake you as you thinke ? 
Gree. J Geds my witnes, J meane plaine dealing, 
Foz J had rather die then loſe my land. 
Alce. Then maifter Greene be counſailed by me, 
Indanger not pour ſelfe, fozſach a C hurle, 
But hire ſome Cutter foz to cut him ſhoꝛt. 
And here :s ten pound to wager them withall, 
Then he is dead you ſhal haue twenty moꝛe. 
And the lands whereof my huſband is poſicſt, 
Sbal be intitled as they were befoze, 8 
Gree. Mill you kepe pꝛomiſe with me 2 
Ace. Oz count me falſe and periurd, whilſt J line, 
Gree. Then heere s my hand, Ile haue him ſo diſpatcht, 
Ile vp to London ſtraight, Ile thether poaſt, 
And ncuer reſt, til à haue compalt it, 
Til then farewel. 
Alce. God foztune follow all ny fozwardthoughts, 
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Exit Greene. 
And whoſoener doth attempt the derde, 
A happp hand J wiſh, and ſo farewel. - 
All this goes wel, Poſbie J long foz thee, 
Co let tha know all that J haue contrived, 
Heere enters Mosbie and Clarke. 
Moſ. Bow now Alce what's the newes, 
Alce. Such as wil content thee wel wert hart. 
Rloſ. Vel let them paſſe a while, and tel me Alce, 
How haue pou dealt, and tempercd with my lifter, 
What wil ſhe haue my neighbour Clarke, oz no? 
Alce. What ꝙ. Poſbie let him woe himſclfe, 
Thinke pou that maides loke not fo2 faire wozds, 
Ooe to her Clarke ſhe's all alone within, 
Michael my man is cleane out of her bokes. 
Clarke. J thanke vou miſtres Arden, J wil in, 
And it faire Suſan, and J can make a gre, 
Pou ſhal commaund me to the vttermoſk, | | 
Ks farre as either gods oz life may ſtretch. Exit Clarke. 
- Mol. Now aAlce let's heare thy newes ? 
Alce. £hep be ſo god, that J muſt laugh fo top, - 
Befoꝛe J can begin to tel my tale. | 
Aol, Let's heare them, that J maylangh foz company, 
Alce. This mozning P.Oreene, Dick Greene J meane, 
From whom mp huſband had the Abbyland, 
Came hether rapling foz to know the truth, 
Whether my haſband had the lands by grant, 
J told him all, whereat he ſtoꝛmd a maine, | 
And ſwoꝛe he would cry quittance with the Churle, 
And if he did deny his intereſt 
Stab him, whatſoener did befal himſelfe. 
Then as J ſaw his choller thus to riſe, 
A whetted on the Gentleman with wozds; 
And to conclude, Poſbie, at laſt we grew 
To compoſition foz my huſbands death, 
J gaue hum ten pound to hire knaucs, 
By (ome deuiſe to make away the Churle 3 
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When he is dead, he ſhould haue twenty moze, 
And repoſſeſſe his fozmer lands againe, 
On this we greed, and he is ridden 
Lo London, to bzing his death about. 
Moſ. But call you this god newes? 
Alce. A ſweet hart, be they not: 
Moſ. Twere chereful news to heare the charle were dead 
But truſt me Alce, A take it paſſing ill, 
Pou would be fo fo2getful of our tate, 
To make recount of it to euery grome, 
Chat 2 to acquaint each ranger with our daifts, 
Chefely in caſe of murther, why tis the wap, 
To make it open vnto Ardens ſelfe, 
And bzing thy ſelle and me to ruine both, 
Fozewarnd,fozearmd, who thzeats his enemy, 
Lends him a ſwozd fo guard hunſelfe with all. 
Alce. A did it foz the bett. 
Moſ. Mel, ſœing tis done, cherely let it paſſe, 
Pou know this Græne, is he not religious: 
Aman J geſle of great deuotion, 
Alce. He is. | 
Moſ. Then ſweet Alce let it paſſe, I haue a dzift 
Mil quiet all, what euer is amiſſe. 
Heere enters Clarke and Suſan. 
Alce. Bow now Clarke, haue you found me falſe 2 
Did J not pleade the matter hard foz you ? 
Clark. You did. 
Moſ. And what? Wil't be a match, 
Clark. A match, I faith ſir J, the day is mine, 
The Painter layes his colours tothe life, 
Vis penſel dzawes no ſhadowes in his loue. 
Suſan is mine, 
Alce. You make her bluſh. 8 
Mol. What ſiſter is it Clarke muſt be the man? 
Suſa. Jt reſteth in your graunt, ſome wozds are paſt, 
And happily we be growne vntoa match, 
If you be willing that it ſhal be * | Ma 
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Mol. Ah maiſter Clarke, itrefteth at my grant; 
Pou ſee my lilter's pet at my diſpoſe, 

Butſo vo wl grant me one thing J ſhal aſke, 
J am content my ſiſter ſhal be yours, 

Clark. TUhat is it Þ.WPolſbie ? 

Mo. J do remember once in ſccret talke, 
Pou told me how you could compound by Art, 

A Crucifir impopſoned: 

hat who ſoloke vpon it ſhould were blind, 
Ind with the (cnt be ſtilled, that ere long, 

Ve ſhould die popſond, that did view it wel. 

7 would haue you make me ſuch a Cruciſix, 
Andthen zle grant my ſiſter ſhal be ours. 

Clar. Zhough loath, becauſe it fouchethlife, 
Pet rather 02 ale leaue ſweet Suſans loue, 

Ale doe it, and with all the haſt 3 may. 
But fo; whom is it: 

Alce. Leaue that to vs, why Clarke, is it poible, 
That you ſhould paint and dzaw it out your ſelfe, 
The colours being baleful and impoyſoned, 

And no wayes p2ciudice your ſclfe with all: 

Mol. Mel queſticncd Ace; * 

Clarke how anſwer you that? 

Clark. Uerycaſily, Ile tel you ſtraight, 
Vow J do wo2ke of theſe tinpoyloned dzugs, 
I faſtcn on my ſpecacles ſo cloſe, 

As nothing can any way offend my light, 
Then as à put alcafe within my noſe, 
Do put J Rubarbe oide the fmel, 
And ſ{oftly as another wozke J paint. 


-. 


Mol. Tis very wel, but againt when ſhal I haut it, 


Clar. Within this ten dapes. 
Moſ. Twil ſerue the turnc.| . 

Now Alce let's in, and ſ& what chiere you keepe, 

I hope now P. Arden is from home, 

owl giue me leaue to play your huſbands part. 
Alce. Poſbie you know whole mailter of my hart, 


* 
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He well may be the Pailter of the hoſe. Excunt. 


Heere enters Greene and Bradſhaw. 
Brad. Ste pon them that comes vonder P. Greens: 
Greene. J very well, doe pou know them ? 
Here enters Black- will and Shakebag. 

Brad. The one J know not, but he ſeemes a knaue, 
Cheefkely foꝛ bearing the other tompanie: 
Fo? ſuch a lane, fo vile a roge as hee, 
Liues not againe vpon the earth, 
Black- will is his name, J tell por P. Greene, 
At Bulloine he and J were fellow ſouldiers, 
Where he plaid ſuch pzankes, 
As all the Campe feard him fo2 his villanp: 
J watrant pou he beares ſo bad a mind, 
That ſoꝛ a crowne hele murder any man, 

Greene. The fitter is hee foz my purpoſe marie. 

Will. Yow now fellow Bzadſhaw, | 
Mhether away ſoearliee 

Brad. D Will, times are chang'd, no fellowes now, 
Though we were once together in the fielde, 
Pet thy fciende, to doe thee any good J can. 
Will. Why Bzadſhaw, was not thou and J 
Fellow ſouldicrs at Bulloine, + (groome 7 
Where J was a cozpozall, and thou but a baſe mercenarie 
Ho fellowes now, becauſe you are a Goldſmith, 
And haue a little plate in your ſhop, 
You were glad to call me fellow Will, 
And with a curſie to the earth, 
One ſnatch good co2pozall. 
When J ſtole the halfe Dre from John the vitler, 
And domineer'd with it, amonglt god fellowcs, 
In one night. 

Brad. J Mill, thoſe dapes are paſt with mee, 

Will. A but they be not paſt with mee. 
Foꝛ J keepe that ſame honozable minde ſtill, (low, 
Good neighbour Bꝛadſhawe you are too pꝛoude to be my fel⸗ 
But were it — J ſec moze — comming m— 
3 the 


To linde the fellow, now Mill J know 
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the hill, Y would be — with you once moze, 
And ſhare crownes with you to. 

But let that paſſe, and tell me whether pou goe. 
Brad. To London Will, about a peece of ſeruice, 
TWhcrein happily thou maiſt pleaſure me. 

Will. TAhat is it: 

Brad. Ot late Lo2d Cheiny loſt ſome plate, 

. CUhich one did bzing, and ſold it at my ſhop, 
Saying be ſerued Sir Antony Cooke, 

A ſearch was made, the plate was found with me, 
And J am bound to aunſwereat the ſyſe, 

Now Lo2d Cheiny ſolemnly vowes, 

It law will ſerue him, dele hang me foz his plate, 
Now J am going to London vpon hope 


Thou art acquainted with ſuch companions, 
Will. What manner of man was hee: 
Brad. A leane faced wzithen knaue, 

Pauke noſed, and very hollow eyed, 

Mith mightie furrowes in his ſloꝛmie bzowes, 

Long haire downe his ſhoulders curled, 

Vis chinne was bare, but on his vpper lippe, 

4 mutcha vo, which he wound about his eare, 
Will. What appareil had he, | 
Brad. A watched ſattin doublet all to fo2ne, 

The inner five did beare the greater ſhow, 

A paire of thzed bare Aeluet hoſe ſeame rent, 

A woſten Rockin rent aboue the ſheoe, | 

A livery cloake, but all the lace was of, 

Z was bad, but pet it ſerued fo hide the plate, 
Will. Sirra Shakebag, canſt thou remember 

Since we trould the boule at Sittingburgh, 

Where J bzoke the Wapſters head of the Lon 

Tith a Cudgell ſticke? 
Shak. J very well Will. 
Vil. Why it was with the money that the plate was ſold 

Hirra e what wilt thou giue him 7-008 

. Chat 
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Chat can tell the who ſoulde thy plate: 
Brad. TWyo J pꝛap thee good Will, 
VVill Why twas one Jack Fitten, 


And ſhall be arraind the next ſpſe. 
Brad. TUby then, tet Loꝛd Cheiny ſ@ke Jack Pitt fozth, 
Foz Jte back and tell him, who robbed him of his plate, 
This cheeres my hart, . Greene, Ile leaue vou, 
Fo2 J muſt to the Ile of Sheppy with ſpeede. 
Greene. 1Sefoze you goe let me intreate pou 
To carry this letter to Piſtres Arden of Feuerſhame, 
And humbly recommend me to her ſelfe. 
Brad. That will J M. Greene, and ſo farewell. 
Here Mill, there's a crowne fo2 thy good newes. 
Exit Bradſhaw. | 
VVill. Farewell Bzadſhaw, 
Ile dzinke no water foz thy ſake, whilſt this doth laſt: 

Now gentleman, ſhall we haue your company to London, 
Gre. Nay ſay irs, alittle moze J needes muſt vſe your 
And in a matter of great conſequence, | (helpe, 
Mherein if poule be ſecret and p;ofound, 

Ile giue you twentie angels foz your paines, 
VVill. Wow: twentie angels? giue my fellow 
Geozge Shakebag and me, twentie angels, 
And if thoult haue thy ewne father laine, 
That thou maiſt inherit his land, weele kill him. | 
Shak. J thy other, thy ſiſter, thy bzother, oz all thy bin 
Gre. Well this it is, Arden of Feuerſham 
Path mightily wꝛongd me about Abby land, 
That no reuenge but death will lerne the turne. 
Will vou two kill him, heres the angels downe, 
And J will lay the platfozme of his death. 
VVill. Plat me no platfozmes,gine me the money, 
And ile fab him as he ſtands piſſing againſt a wall, 
But ile kill him. | 
Shak. Where is he? ; 
Greene. Me is now at London, in Alderſgate — 
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Shak. Bee's dead, i de had bene condemned 
By an act of parliament, if once Black Will and 1 
Sweare his death. 


Gre. Yeere is ten pound, and when he is dead, 
Pe (hall haue twentie moze. 
_ V Vil. -Þy fingers itches to be at the peaſant, 
Oh that J might be ſet a wozke thus thzough the peere, 
And that murther would grow to an occupation, 
That a man might without danger of law, 
/ Zounds J warrant, J Would be warden of the company, 
Come let vs be going, and weele bate at Kocheſter, 
There ile giue thee a gallon of Dack, 1 
To hapſell the match withall. Exeunt. 
6 P Heere enters Michael]. | 
lich. Jhane gotten ſuch a Letter, 
As will tauch the Painter: aud thus it is. 
Heere enters Arden and Franckhn, and heares 
Michaell reade this Letter. 
Aly duct; remembred Miitres Suſan , hoping # in God you bee in 
| good health, as IIſuthaclkwas at the mn ecreof . Thus is to 
certifie you, that as the Turtle tre, when ſhee hath loft her mate, ſu- 
teth alone, ſo I morning for your abſence , doe walke vp and dune 
Poles, till one a fell a ſieepe aud leit my Maiiters — helles. 
Ai nuſtres qu an abboliſt that paltry Painter, cut him off by the 
ſorucnes with the frowning looke of yer crabed comuenance, C thinks 
pen I lic haellmho drunle with the aregs of your fauour, will cleare 
as fait to 10 in loneas aplaiſter of Puch to a gala horſe backe. Thus 
5 5 ing you will let my paſſions penetrate, or rather impetrate mercie 
your mec lle hands, I end. 


Tours Nichaell, or els not — 
Ard. TUhp you paltry knaue, 
Stand pou here loytering; knowing my affaires, 
. What halt my buſines craues to ſend toKent 2 
Fran. Faith friend Pichaell, this is very ill, 
Ungwing pour Maiſter hath no moꝛe but pou, 
And doe pou flacke his buſines foz your owne 2 


Arden. There is the LEter lirra, let me ſee it, 
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Then he giues him the Letter. 
See maiſter Francklin, heres pꝛoper ſtuffe, 
Suſan my matd, the Painter, and my man, 
A crue of harlots all in lone fozſooth. . 
Sixxa let me heare no moze of this, 
Now foz thy lite once wzite to her a wozd, | 
Here enters Greene, Will, and Shakebag. 
Wilt thou be married to ſo baſe a trull, 
Lis Pol bies ſiſter, come J once at home, 
Jie rouſe her foz remaining in my houſe: 
Now . Francklin let vs goe walke in Paules, 
Come, but a turne 02 to, and then away. Excune. 
Gre. The firſt is Arden, and thats his man, 
The other is Francklin, Ardens deereft friend, 
Will. Zounds, Ile kill them all thꝛee, 
Gre. Nay firs, touch not his man in any caſe, 
But ſtand cloſe, and take your fitteſt ſtanding, 
And at his comming fozth ſpeede him: | 
To the Nagges head, there's this cowards haunf, 
But now Ile ledue pou till the deede be done. Exit Greene. 
Shak, If he be not paid his owne nere truſt Shakebag. 
Wil. Sirra Shakbag, at his comming ſoztg 
Ile runne him thꝛough, and then to the 1Blackfrecs, 
And there take water and away. 
Shak. Why thats the beſt, but ſee thon miſſe him nat. 
Wil. Vow can J miſſe him, when A thinke on the foztie 
angels I muſt haue moze. - 
Heere enters a Prentiſe. © , - 
Prentiſe. Tis very late, J were beft ſhut bp my fall, 
Foz here will be old filching when the pzeſſe comes fo2th 
of Paules, Then lets he downe his window,and it 
| breakes Black-wills head. 
Wil. Zounds dzaw Shakbag, J am almeſt kild, 
Pren. Mele tame you J warrant, 
Wil. Zounds J am tame enough already. 
Here enters Arden, Fran. and Nlichaell. 


Ard. What troubleſome fray 2 mutany is this ? 


Fran. 


- 


The Tragedy of M. Arden 
Fran. Lis nothing but ſome bꝛabling paltry fray 
Deuiſed to picke mens pockets in the thong. | 
Ard. If nothing eis? come Franklin lets away. Exeunt. 

Will. Wihat mends ſhall 3 haue fo2 my b2oken head: 

Pren. Mary thts mends, that if you get you not away 
all the ſooner, peu ſhall be well beaten and ſent to the coun⸗ 
ter. | Exit prentiſe. | 

Wil. Well Ile be gone, but looke to rour ſignes, 

Fo2 Ile pull them towne all. Fo | 
hakt bag, my bꝛoken head grieues me not fomuch, 
As by this meanes Arden hath cſcaped, 

Heere enters Greene. 
7 had a glimſs of him and his companion. 

Gren. Why firs, Ardens as well as J. 

A met Him and Francklin going merrily to the ozdinary, 
That dare pou not doe it? (againe, 

Will. Yes ſir we dare doe it, but were my conſent to giue 
We would not doe it vnder ten pound moꝛe. 

3 value cucry dꝛop of my blood at a french Crowne. 
A haue had ten pound to ſteale a dogge, 

And we haue no moze heere to kill a man, 

But that a bargaine is a bargaine, and ſo fozth, 
Pou ſhould doe it pour ſelfe. 25 

Gre. J pꝛaꝝ thee how came thy head bzoke, 

V Vil. Why thou ſeeſt it is bꝛoke, doſt thou not. 

Sha. Standing againſt a ſtaule, watching Ardens coming 
A boy let downe his ſhop window, and bꝛoke his head. 
Wiycrevpon aroſe a bzaule, and in the tumult 
Arden eſcapt vs, and paſt by vnthought on, 

But fozbearance is noquittance, 
Another time wele doe it J warrant thee, 

Gre. I pꝛap thee will make cleane thy blody bzow, 
Andlet vs bethinke vs on ſome other place, 
TUhere Arden may be met with handſomly, 
Remember how dcuoutly thou haſt ſwozne, 
To kill the villaine, thinke vpon thine oath, 

V Vill. Tuch, à haue bzoken flue hundzed oathes, 
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But wouldff thou charme me to cffc this deede, 
Tell me of gold my reſolutions fee, 


Say thou ſeeſt Mol bie kneeling at my knees, 
Dffcing me (eruice foz my high attemp : 
And ſweet Alce Arden with a lap ofcrownes, 
Comes with a lowly curſie to the carth, 
Saping take this, but fo2 thy quarterige, 
Such yecrelp tribute will J anſwerc thee. 
- Why this would ſteele ſoft melted cowardice, 
With which blacke Will was neuer tainted with. 
I tell thee Greene the fozlozne trauailer, 
Whoſe lips are glewed with fommers parching heat, 
Nere longd ſo much to ſee a running bzoke, 
As J to ſiniſh Ardens Tragedy. 
Seeſt thou this goare that cleaueth to my face: 
From hence nere will J walh this bloody ſtaine, 
Cill Ardeus hart be panting in my hand. 

Gre. Why thats well ſaid, but what ſaith @hakebag ? 

Shak. J cannot paint my valour out with wozds, 
But giue me place and oppo2tunitie, b 
Such mercy as the ſtaruen K poneſſe 
When the is dꝛy ſuc kt of her eager poung: 58 
Sho wes to the pzay that next encounters her, 
On Arden ſo mach pittie would J take. 

Gre. Do ſhould it fare with men cf firme reſolue, 
Aud now ſirs, ſecing this accident, 
Df meeting him in Paules hath no ſucceſſe: 
Let vs bethinke vs on ſome other place, 
TU hoſe earth may ſwallow vp this Ardens blod, 

Heere enters Michael. 
Se ponder comes his man, and wat vou whaf, 
The fooliſh knave is in lone with $Poſbies ſiſter, 
And foꝛ her ſake whoſe loue he cannot get, 
Ualeſſe ol bie ſolicit his ſute, | 
The villaine hath ſwozne the langhter of his mailtcr, 
Weele queſtion him, foz he may ſtead vs much: 
Pow now Pichaell, whether 8 you going: 
0 2 


The Tragedy of M. Arden 
Mic. y maiſter hath new ſupt, 
And J am going to pꝛepare his chamber, 
Gre. Where ſupt Paiſter Arden? 
Mic. At the Nags head, at the 18, pence o2dinary, 
How now P. Shakbag, what Black will, 
Gods deere Laty, how chaunce pour face is ſo bloody? 
Wil. Goe to ſirra, there is a chaunce in it. 
This ſaweines in you will make yon knockf, 
Mic. Nay and you be offendedile be gone. 
Gre. Stay Pichaell, yon may not ſcape vs ſo, 
Michael J know you loue your P. woll. 
Mic. by ſo J doe, but whercfoze vzge pou that? 
Gre. Becauſe J thinke pon loue your Miſtres better. 
Mic. So thinke not J, but ſay pfaith what if J ſheulb ? 
Sha. Come to the purpoſe Pichacll, we heare 
Pou haue a pzctty loue in Feuerſgam, 
Nic. Why, haue J two oꝛ thꝛee, whats that to the 
Will. Nou deale to mildly with the peſant, thus it is, 
Tis knowne to vs you lone Mol vies ſiſter, 
e know beſides that vou haue tane pour oath 
To further Poſbie to pour Miſtris bed, 
And kill your Maiſter fo his ſiſters ſake. 
Now ſir, a poozer coward then your ſelfe, 
Was neuer foſtered in the coaſt of Bent, 
How comes it then that ſuch a knaue as vou, 
Dare ſweare a matter ofſuch conſcquence ? 
Gre. Ah Till. | | | 
Will. Tuſh giue me leaue, theres no moze but this, 
Sith thou haft ſwozne, we dare diſconer all, 
And hadſt thou oz ſhouldft thou vtter it, 
TUe haue deuiſed a complot vnder hand 
What euer ſhall betide to any of vs, 
To ſend thee roundly to the vcuill of hell, 
And thcrefoze thus, Jam the very man, 
Parkt in my birth howꝛe by the deſtinies, 
To giue an end to Ardens life on earth, 
Chou but a member, but to whct the knife, 
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=_ edge mult ſearchthe cloſet of his bzealk, 
— office is but to appoint the place, 
And traine the P. to his trage dy. 
Hine to perfo2me it, when occaſion ſerues. 
Then be not nice, but here deniſe with vs, 
Vow and what way, we map conclude his death. 
Sha. Ho ſhalt thoupurchaſe Poſbie fo2 thy friend, 
And by his friendchip gaine his liſters loue. 
Greene. Do ſhal thy Piſtres be thy fauozer, 
And thou diſdurdued of the oath thou made. 
Alich. Mel Gentlemen J cannot but confeflc, 
Sith pou haue vꝛged me fo aparantly, 
That J haue vowed my. Ardens death, 
And he whoſe kindly loue and liberall hand, 
Doth challenge naught but awd deſerts of me, 
J wil deliutr cucy to peur hands. 
Chis night come to his houſe at Alderſgate, 
Che dozcs Ile lcaue vnlockt againſt you come. 
No ſoner (hal ye enter thꝛough the latch, 
Duer the thꝛeſhold to the inner court. 
Vut on pour left hand hal you ſo the ſtaires. 
That leades dircaly to my P. chamber. 
There take him, and diſpoſe him as pe pleaſe, 
Now it were god we parted company, 
That J haue pꝛomiſed, I wil perfozme, 
Will. Should you deceiue vs,twould goe W2ong with you, 
Nic. J wil accomplilh all J haue reueald. 
Will. Come let's go dꝛink, coller makes me as dap as a dog 
Excunt V Vill, Greene, and Shakebag, 
 Manet Michaell. 
Mich. Thus feeds the Lamb ſccurely on the downe, 
TU hiſt though the thicket of an arber bzake, 
Che hungcr-bitten Wolfe ozc-p2ies his hank, 
And takes aduantage to eate him vp. 
Ay harmlcfſe Arden how, how halt thou mildone, 
That thus thy gentle life is leueld at, 
The many god turncs that thou haſt done to me, 
D 3 Now 


| 


| | 
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Now mut J quittance — betraying thee, 
Ithat ould take the weapon in my hand, 
And bucklcr the from ill intending focs, 
Doe lcade ther with a wicked franvful (mile, 
As vnſuſpected, tothe Caughterhouſe ; 
So haue J ſwoꝛne to Poſby and my iſtres. 
Do haue J pꝛomiſed to the laughtermen, - 
And lhould J not dcale currently with them, 
Their lawlcfſe rage would take reuenge on me. 
Tuch J wil ſpurne at mercy foz this once. 
Let pitty lodge where fable women lie, 
J am rcſolue?, and Arden needs muſt die. Exit NIichael. 
Heere enters Arden and Francklin. 

Arden. No Francklin no, if feare oz to; amy thzcats, 

If loue cf ine, 02 care of womanhove, — 

If fearc of God, 02 commen ſpeach of men, 

Tho mangle credite with their weunding wozds, 
And coch diſhonour, as diſhoncur buds. 

Might topne repe ntance in her wanton thoughts, 
Nogueſtion then but ſhe would turne the lcafe, 
Ind loꝛrob fo; her deſolution. 

But ſhe is roted in her wickednes. 

Pcruerſe and ſtubburne, nct'to be retlaimd, 

Godcceunſailets to her as raine to wædes, 

£12 ropzehenſton makes her vice to grow, 

As /7ydracs head that periſht by decay. 

Her faults me thinke are painted in my face, 

Foz cuery ſearching eye to ouer⸗reade. 

And Pol bies name, a ſcandale vnto mine. 

Is dæpelp trenched in my blaſhing bzow. 

Ah Francklin, Francklin, when J think an this, 

Hy garts greefe rends iny other powers, 

_ Woztle then the conflict at the houre ef death. 
Franc. Gentle Arden leaue this ſad lament, 

She wil amend, and ſo your gra es wil ceaſe, + 

Dꝛ elſe ſhele die, and lo pour loꝛrowes end, 

If1 neither of theſe two dw happily fall, 
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Pet let your comfozt be, that others beate 
Pour woes twice doubled all with patiente. 
Ard. My houſe is irkſome, there J cannot rel. 
Fran. Then ſtay with me in London, goe not home. 
Ard. Then that baſe ol bie doth vſurpe my tome, 
And makes his triumph or my being thence, 
At home, 02 not at home, where ere I be. 
Heere, here it lies, ah Francklin here it lies, 
That wil not out til wzetched Arden dies. 
Heere enters Michael. 
Fra. Fo2get peur grefcs a while, hare comes your man. 
Ard. What a clocke iſt ſirra 2 
Mic Alnrift ten. 
Ard. Sc, ſæ, how runnes away the weary the, 
Come P. rancklin, ſhal we goe to bed, 
Exeunt Arden and Michael. 
Manet Francklin. 
Fran. J pꝛay vou goe befoze, Ale follow you, 
Ah what a hell is fretful Jealouſte: 
TUhat pittp mouing woꝛds: what deepe fefcht ſighs 2 
Uhyat grauous greanes ? and ouerlading woes, 
Accompanies this gentle Gentleman. 
Now wil he ſhake his care oppꝛeſſed head, 8 
Chen ſlxe his ſad cpes on the ſollen earth, 
Aſhamed to gaze vpon the open wozld, 
Now wil he caſt h1s eyes vp towards the heauens, 
Loking that waies fo2 redzefſe of w2ong, 
Some times he ſ&keth to beguile his grefe, 
And tels a ſtozy with his careful tongue. 
Then comes his wiues diſhonour in his thoughts, 
And in the middle cutteth off his tale. 
Powzing freſh ſoꝛrow on his weary limbs. 
So woe begone, ſoinly charged with woe, 


Vas neuer any liued and bare it ſo, 
Heere enters Michael. 


Afic. My M. would deſire you come to bed. 
Fran. Js he hunſelfe already in his bed: 


Exit 
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| Exit Fran. Manet Mich. 
Arſich. Ye is and faine would haue the light away, 
Contliaing thoughts incamped in my bꝛeaſt, 
Awake me with the Tccho of their ſtrokes: 
And Ja Judge to cenſure either ſide, 
Can giue to neither wiſhed vito x. 
Py maiſters kindnes pleads to me fo life, 
With iuſt demaund, and J muſt grant it him. 
My miſtres ſhe hath foꝛced me with an oath, = 
Foz Huſans ſake the which J map not bzeake, 
Foz that ie nearer then a maiſters loue, 
That grim-faced fellow, pittileſſe blacke Mill, 
And hakebag ſtearne in blody ſtratageme. 
To ſruffer Ruffins neuer liued in Kent, 
Haue ſwo: ne my death, if Jinfringe my vow, 
A dzcadful thing to be conſidered of, 
Me thinks J ſe them with their bolſkred haire, 
Staring and grinning in the gentle face, 
And in their ruthleſſe hands, their daggers dzawne, 
Inſulting oze there with a peck of cathes. 
Whilef thou ſudmiſſiue pleading fo2 relecfe, 
Art mangled by their ircfull inſtruments. 
Me thinks 3 heare them aſke where Pichacl is, 
And pittileſſe blacke Will, cries ſtab the llaue. 
Che Peſant wil dete the Tragedp. 
Lye wzinklesin his fculc death tkzcatning face, 
Gapes open wide, like graues to ſwallow men. 
My death to him is but amerriment, 
And he wil murther me to make him ſpoꝛt. 
Ve comes, ge comes, ah P. Francklin helpe, 
Call vp the neighbours oz we are but dead. 5 
1 Heere enters Fran. and Arden. | by: * 
Fran. What diſmal outer cals me from my reſt: 
Ard. What bath occaſiond ſuch a feareſul crx: 
Speake Picyacl, hathany iniur'd thee 2 
Nich. Nothing ſir, but as J fel a flepe, 
_ Upenthe th;ethold leaning » the ſtaires, 
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J had a fearefull dꝛeame that troubled me, 
And in my ſlumber thought J was beſet, 
With murtherer theenes that came to rifle me. 
Dy trembling ioynts witnes my inward feare, 
J traue your pardons fo2 diſturbing you, 
Ard. Do great a cry fo; nothing, 3 nere heard, 
Nhat, are the doꝛes faſt lockt? and all things ſafe ? 
Mic. J cannot tell, J thinke J lockt the does. 
Ard. J like not this, but Ile goe ſee my ſelfe, 
Kere truſt me, but the dozes are all vnlockt, 
This negligence not halfe contenteth me. 
Get you to bed, and it you loue my fanour, 
Let me haue no moze ſuch pzancks as theſe, 
Come M. Francklin, let vs goe to bed. 
Fra. I by my faith, the apze is very cold, | 
Pichaell farewell, I pzay thee dzeamt nomoze, Excunt. 
Enter Gre. Wil. and Shakebag. 
Sha. Black night hath hid the pleaſures of the day, 
And ſheting darkneſſe oucrhangs the earth, 
And with the black-fold of her cloudy robe, 
Obſcures vs from the eye-light ofthe wozld, 
In which ſweete ſilence ſuch as we triumph. 
The laiſie minutes linger on their time, 
Loth to giue due audit to the howze 
Till in the watch our purpoſe be complete, 
And Arden ſent to euerlaſting night. 
Oreene get pou gone, and linger here about, 
And at ſome howze hence come to vs againe, 
There we will giue pou inſtance of his death. 
Gre. Speede to my wiſh whoſe will ſo ere ſates no, 
And ſo ile leaue vou foz an houre oz two, Exit. Gre. 
VVII. Itell thee Shakebag, would this thing were done, 
I am ſo heauy that J can ſcarſe got: 
This dzowfincs in me bods little good, 
Shak. Vow now Will, become a pꝛeciſian. 
KN ay then lets goe lleepe, when bugs and feares, 


Shall kill our courages with their fancies wozke, 
h E. VVIII. 
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Will. Why Shakebaggc thou miſtakes me much, 
And wꝛongs me in the telling me of feare, 
Vert not a ſerious thing we goe about, 
It ſhould be llipt till J had fought with thec R 
To let thee know J am no toward 4, 
I fell thee Shakebag thau abuſcſt me. "al 
Sha. Why thy ſpeech be wꝛaid an inly kind of feare, . 
And ſauourd of a weake rclcnting ſpirit, 
Coe fozward now in that we haue begun, 
And afterwards attempt me when thou dareft, 
Will. And if 7 doe not, heauen cut me of, 
But lct that paſſe, and ſhow 1 me to this houſe. 
— thou ſhalt ſc Ile do as much s Shakebag. 
Sha. This is the dw2c, but ſoft, me thinks tis ſhut, 
Che villaine Pichaell hath deceiued bs, 
V Vil. Soft let me ſ&, Shakebag tis ſhut in deedec, 
Vnock with thy ſwoꝛd, perhaps the llaue will hearc, 
Sha. It will not be, the white ltucrd peſant is gon to bed 
And laughes vs both to ſcoꝛne. 
Will. And he ſhall buy his merriment as decre, 
As euer coiſtrell bought ſo little ſpozt, - 
Nere let this \wo2d aſſiſt me when J necdec, 
But ruſt and canker after I haue ſwozne ; 
I A the next time that J mecte the hind, 
Loppe not away dis leg, his arme, oz both. 
Sha. And let me neuer dꝛaw a ſwoꝛd againe, 
No? pꝛoſper in the twilight, cockſhut light, 
When J would fleece the wealthy paſſenger, 
But lie and languiſh in a loathſome den, 
Hated and ſpit at by the gcers bp, 
And in that death map die vnpittied, n 
If I the next time that J mecte the llaue, 
Cut not the noſe from of the cowards face, 
And trample on it fo2 his villany, 
Wil. Come lets go ſeeke out Greene, A know bele ſwear 
Sha. Ye were a villaine and he would not ſweare, 


EZ would make apcſant ſweare amonglt his boyes 
y | That 
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That nere dur ſt ſay befoze but yea and no. 
To be thus flouted of a coyſterell. 
V Vill. Shakebag, lets ſeeke out Greene, s in the * 
At the Ale houſe butting Ar dens houſe, 
Match the outcomming of that pꝛick⸗eard cur, 
And then let me alone to handle him. Excunt. 
Here enters Ard. Fran. and Michaell. 
Ard. Sirra get you backe to Billinſgate, 
And learne what time the tide will ſerue cur turne, 
Come to vs in Pat agles, firſt goe make the bed, 
And afterwardsfoe harken fo2 the flood. Exit Michaell. 
Come P. Francklin, you ſhall got with me. 
This night J dzamed that beeing in a Parke, 


A tople was pitcht to ouerthzow the deere, 


And J vpon a little riſing hill, 

Stoode whiſtly watching foꝛ the herds appꝛoch, 
Cuen there me thought a gentle lgmber toke me, 
Andfommond all my parts toſwert. repoſe, 

But in the pleaſure of this golden reli. 
An ill thewd foſter had remoued the toyle, 

And rounded me with that beguiling home, 
Ulhichlate me thought was pitcht to caſt the deare, 
ith that he blew an euill founding hozne, 

And at the noyſe another heard man came 

TUith Fauchon dzawne, and bent it at my bꝛeaſt. 
Crying aloude thou art the game we ſeke, 

With this J wakt, and trembled cucry iornt, 

Like one obſcured in a little buſh, 

That ſees a Lyon foꝛaging about 

And when the dzeadfull foreſt King is gone, 

Ve pꝛies about, with tinicrous ſuſpect, 

£b2oughout the thozny caſements of the bzake, 
And wiil not thinke his perſon dangerlelle. 

But quakes and ſhewers though the cauſe be gone. 
So truſt me Francklin when J did awake, 

I ffoode in doubt whether J waked oz no: 

Such great impzeſſion tooke * ſurpzile; 
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God grant this viſion bedceme me any good. 
Fran. This fantaſtic doth riſe from Michaels feare, 3 
Who being awaked with the nopſc he made, 
Bis troubled ſences vet could tate no reſt. 
And this J warrant pou pꝛocured your dꝛeame. 
Ard. It map be ſo, Cod frame it to the belt, 
But okten times my dꝛeames paeſage too true. 
Fran. To ſuch as note their mghtly fantaſics, 
Some one in twentie map incurre beleefe, 
But vſe it not, tis but a mockerie. : 
Ard. Come . Francklin wele now walke in Paulcs 
And dine together at the oꝛdinarie, 
And by mi mans diredion dꝛaw to the Key, 
And with the tyde goe do lone to Feuerſham. 
Say P. Francklin ſhall it not be ſa? 
Fran. At pour good plcaſure ſir, 
Ile beare you company. ; * Exeunt. 
7 Heere enters Michael! at one doore. 7 
Here enters Greene, Wil, & Shakebag at another doore. 
Wil. Dꝛawe Shakebag foz hers that villaine Pichaell. 
Gre. Firſt Till lets heare what he can ſap, 
Wil. Speak milkſope laue, and neuer after ſpeak. 
lic. Foz Cods ſake ſirs let me excuſe my ſelte. 
Foz heare J ſweare by heanen and eatth and all, 
J di perfoʒme the outmoſt of my taſke, 
And left the dozes vnbolted and vnlockt, 
But (cc the chaunce, Francklin and iy Paiſer, 
Were verp late conferring in the pozch, 
And Francklin left his napkin where he late, 
TUith certaine gold knit in it, as he ſaid 
Being in bed, he did bethinke himſelfe, 
And comming downe, he found the dozes vnſhut, 
Ve lockt the gates, and bzought away the keyes, 
Jo which offence my Paiſter rated me, 
But now J am going to ſee what flood it is, 
Foz with the tyde my Paiſter will away. 
Ahere ou map frons him wel on Raynum downe, 
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8 A place wel fitting ſuch a Cratageme, 


Will. Pour excuſe hath ſomewhat molified my choller, 
Why now Grone tis better now noz ers it was, 
Gice. But Michael is this true? 
Ac. As true as J repont it to be true. 
Shak. Then Michael this ſhal be tour penuance, 
To feaſt vs all at the Salutation, | 
 TUhcre we wil plat our purpoſe thzonghly. 
Gree. And Pichael,youlſhal beare nonewes of this fide, 
Becauſe they two map be in Raynum downe befoze pour . 
Nlic. Why Jle agree to any thing vou l haue me. 
Do pon wil except of my company. = Excunt. | 
Heere enters Nosbie. 
Mol. Diſturbed thoughts d2ines me from company, 
And dꝛies my marrow with their watchfalncs, 
Continuall trouble of my mody bzaine, 
Ferbles mp body by exceſſe of dzinke, \ 
And nips me, as the bitter Poꝛtheaſt wind, 
Doeth check the tender bloſems in the ſpꝛing. 
Vel fares the man hew ere his tates doe taſt 
Chat tables not with fonle ſuſpition: 
And he but pines amongtt his delicates, 
Whoſe troubled mind is ſtuſt with diſcontent, 
My golden time was when J had no gold, 
Though then J wanted, pet J llept ſecure, 
My daily toile, begat me nights repoſe : 
My nights repoſe made daylight frelh to me. 
But ſince I climbd the top bough of the tree, = 
And ſought to build my neſt among the clouds. 
Cach gentle ſfary gaile doth ſhake my bed: 
And makes me dꝛead my downfall to the earth, 
But whether doeth contemplation carry me. 
The way I ſceke to finde where pleaſure dwels, 
Js hedged behind me that J cannot back, 
But᷑ needs mull on, although to dangers gate: 
Then Arden periſh thou by that decree. 


Foz Greene doth ey2e the land and werde thee vp, 
| C3 To 
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To make my harueſt nothing but pure cozne. 
And foz his paines Ile heaue him vp a while, 
And after \mother him to haue his ware, 
Such bas as Greene, mult neuer liue to ſting. 
Then is there it haell and the Painter to, 
. Cheefe acno2s to Ardens ouerthzow: 
TU ho when they ſee me ſit in Ardens ſeate, 
They will inſult vpon me fo2 my mede, 
Oz fright me by detcaing of his end. 
Ile none of that, fo: A can caſt a bone, 
To make theſe curres pluck out each others thꝛoat, * 
And then am I ſole raler of mine owne: 
Yet Miſtres Arden lines, but ſhe's my ſelfe. 
And holy Churchrites makes vs two but one, 
But what fo2 that, Zmaay not truſt you Alce, 
Poa haue ſupplanted Arden foz mx ſake, 
Aud will extirpen me to plant another: 
Tis fearefull lleeping in a ſerpents bed. 
And x will cleanly rio my hands of her. | 
Heere enters Alce. 
But here the comes, and J niuft flatter her. 
Vow now Alce: That ſad, and paſſionete: 
Make me pertaker of thy penſinencs ; 
C Fire deuided burnes with leſſer foꝛce. 
Alce. But J will damne that fire in my hꝛeaſt. 
Cill by the fozce thereof my part conſume, ah Moſ bie. 
Nlosb. Such deepe pathaires like to a cannons burſt, 
Diſcharge againſt a ruinated wall, i 
Bꝛeakes my relenting hart in thouſand pecces, 7 
Ungentle Alce, thy ſozrow is my ſoꝛe, > # 
Thou knowlſt it well, and tis thy policie | i 
To fozge diſtreſſefull lookes, to wound a bꝛeaſt, 
TUhers lpes a hart, that dies when thou art ſad, | 
It is not loue, that loues to anger loue. 
Alce. It is not loue, that loues to murther loue, 
Nloſ. How meane pou that: 
Alce. Thou knowelt how deerely Arden loued me. | 


Mof, | 
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Nlol; And then. | 

Alce. And then conccale the reſt, fo2 tis fo bao, 
Leaſt that my wozds be carried with the winde, 
And publtſht in the woꝛld to both our ſhaines, 
J p2ay thee Pol vie let our ſpꝛing time wither, 
Our harueſt cls will pceld but lothſoine wcedes, 
Foꝛget I pꝛay thee what hath paſt bet wirt vs, 
Foꝛ now J bluſh and tremble at the thoughts, 

Rloſ. hat arc pou changde ? 

Alce. J to my fozmer happy life againe. 
From tytle of an odious ſtrumpets name, 
To honeſt Ardens wife, not Ardens honeſt wife, 
Ya Mol bie tis thou haſt rifled me of that, 
And made me llaunder ous to all my kin: 
Cuen in my fozehead is thy name ingrauen, 
A mcane artificer, that low bozne name, 
X was bewitchcd, woe wozth the haples howze, 
And all the cauſes that inchaunted me. 

Nioſ. Nay if thou ban, let me bzeath curſes fozth, 
And if you ſtand ſo nicely at pour fame, 
Let me repent the credite J haue loſt, 
J haue neglected matters of impozt, 
That would haue ſtated me aboue thy ſtate: 
Foꝛſlowde aduantages, and ſpurn d at time. 
J Foꝛztunes right hand Pol bie hath fozſocke, 
To take a wanton giglote by the left. 
I left tte marriage of an honeſt maide, 5 | 
Thoſe dow2y would haue weyed downe all thy wealth, 
TUhoſe beauty and demeanoz farre exceeded thee, 
This certaine good J loſt foz changing bad, 
And wꝛapt my crevite in thy company, 
J was bewitcht, that is no theame of thine, 
And thou vnhallowed haſt enchannted mee: 
But J will bꝛeake thy ſpels, and excirũmes, 
And put another ſight vpon theſe eyes, 
That ſhewed my hart a Rauen foz a Doue. 
Chou art not faire, J viewd thee not till now, 


Zhou 
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And now the raine hath beaten off thy gilt, 

Thy wozthleCe copper ſhowes the counterket, 
At græues me not to ſe how foule thou art, 
But mads me that euer J thought the faire, 
Goe get ther gone, a copſemate fo2 thy Yindes, 


am to god to be thy fauozite. — 


Alce. Jnow J ſeæ, and to ſone finde it true, 
Which often hath beene told by my friends: 
Chat Boſbie loues me not but foz my wealth, 

Which to incredulous J nere beleeued, 
Nay heare me ſpeake Poſbie a wozd oz two, | 
Ile bite my tongue, if it ſpeake bitterly: } a 
Loke on me Moſbie, oz Ile kill my ſelfe, 
Nothing ſhal hide me from thy ſtoꝛmy loke: 
Ik thou cry warre, there is no peace fo2 me, 
X wil doe pennance fo2 offending thee, * 
And burne this pꝛaper boke, where J heere ve, 
Che holy woꝛd that had conuerted me, 
See Pol bie, J wil teare away the leaucs, 
And all the leaues, and in this golden ceucr, 
Shal thy ſweet phzaſes,and thy letters dwel, 
And thereon wil J chickly meditate, 
And hold no other ſc, but ſach deuotion, 
TU theu not loke? is all thy louc oucrwhclmy ? 
TU:lt thou not heare? what malice ſfops thine cares: 
Why ſpeakes thou not: what ſilence tics thy tongue: 
Thou haſt bene ſighted, as the Eagle is, 
And heard as quicklꝝ as the fearcful Yare : 
And ſpoke as ſmothly as an Oꝛatoꝛ. 
TWyen Jhaue bid thee heare, oz (e,07 ſpeake, 
And art thou ſenſible in none ol theſe: 
TWaigh all thy god turnes, with this little fault, 
And J deſerue not Boſvics muddy lokes, 
A fence of trouble is not thickned ill, 
Be cleare againe, Ile nere moꝛe trouble thee, 

Nioſ. D no; Jama baſe Artificer, 


Pre 
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Oz will thy flint Crike fire ? 
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Py wings are feathzed foz a lowly flight, 
Mol bie, fie no, not foz a thouſand pound, 
Pake loue to you, why tis vapardonable, 
We beggers muſt not bzeathe where gentiles arc, 

Alce. Sweete Pol bie is as gentle as a King, 
And J too blinde to iudge him ether wiſe, | 
Flowꝛes doo ſometimes ſpzing in fallow lands, 
Medes in gardens, Roſes grow on thoznes, 
So what ſo ere my Poſbtes father was, 
Yimſelfe valued gentle by his wozth, 

Moſ. Ah how vou women can inſinuate, 
And clcere a treſpaſſe with your ſweet ſet tongue, 
J will fozget this quarrell gentle Alce, 
Pꝛouided Ye be tempted ſono moze, 

Heere enters Bradſhaw. 
Alce. Chen with thy lips ſeale vp this new made match, 
Moſ. Soft Alce fo2 heere comes ſome body, 
Alce. How now Bꝛadſhow, whats the newes with vou: 
Brad. J hauelittle newes, but heers aletter 

That P. Greene impoztunedine to giue you, 

Alce. Obe in Bzadſhaw call fo2 a cup of Beere, 

£15 almolt ſupper time, thou ſhalt ſtay with vs, Exit. 
Then the reades the Letter. 
We haue miſt of our purpoſe at London, but ſhall performe 
it by the way, V Ve thanke our neighbour Bradſhaw. 
| —_ Richard Greene. 
Vow likes my loue the tennoz of this letter: 

Nloſ. Mell, were his date compleate and expired. 

Alce. Ah would it were, 
Chen comes my happy how2e, 
Lill then my bliſſe is mixt with bitter gall. 

Come let vs in to ſhunne ſuſpition. : 
Alce. J tothe gates of death to follew thee. Excunt. 
Nieere enters Greene, Wil, and Shakbag. 
Shak. Come Will, ſee thy toles be in a readines, 
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Oz whether my tongue de frozen in my mouth. ü 
Z ounds heres a cople, you were bell ſweare me on the 
intcrcatozics how nanp Piſtels J haue take in hand, 
Oꝛ whether Z loue the meli of Gunpowder, 
©! dare abide the novſeathe dagge will make, 
£2 will not winke at laſhing of the fire; 
I p:2y this Shakebag let this anſwere thee. 
That 7 haue tooke.moze purſes in this downe 
Chen ere thou handledft piſtols in thy life. 
Sha. J happilptheu haſt pickt moze in a thzong, 
But ſhould J haz: what bbotics J haue tocke, 
I thinke the overplus thats moze then thine, 
Would mount to a greater ſamme of money,.- - 
Then either thon, oz all thy kinne are wozth. 
Z0unds;.Fthate them as J hate a Toade, ets 
That carry a muſcado in their tongue, a . 
And ſcarte a hurting weapon in their hand, 
Wil. O Greene, intollerable, 
It is not fo2 mine honour to beare this. 
Why Shakebag, J did ſerue the Bing a Wulloyne, 
And thou canſt bꝛag of not hing thou haſt done, 
Shak. Why ſo can Jace of Feuerſhame, 
That ſounded foz a philtope on the noſe : 
When he that gaue it him hollowed in his eare. 
And he fuppoſed ere vullet hit him. 
en they fight. n 
Greene. Apꝛap you ſirs lift to 'Cfops falke, 
TUhilt two tout dogs were ſtriuing foz a bene, 
There comes a cur, and ſtole it from them both, 


So while you ſtand ſtriuing on theſe termes of — 
Arden eſcapes vs and deceiues vs all. 


Shak. Why he begun. 
Will. And thou ſhalt finde Jle end. 
J do but ſlip it vntill better time, 


But if I doe ſoꝛ get. Then he kneeles downe and 


holds vp his hands to heauen. 
Greene 


— 
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TP ell fake your fitteſt ſtandings, and oncemoze | 


Lime your (wigs to catch this weary bird, | 
Ile leaue vou, and at your dags diichar ge — 
Make towards like the longing water dog, £ 4 | 
That coucheth till the fowling peece be ot: | ; 
Tyen ceazeth on the pzay with eager mode, 
Ah might I ſee him ſtrete hing fo2th his limmes, ; a 
As A baue ſeene them beate their wings ere nom. 

Shak. Why that thou ſhalt ſee if he come this way, 

Gre. Pes that he doth Shaliebag J warrant thee; 
But bꝛaule not when J am gone in auy caſe, 


But firs be ſure to (peede hun when he comes, 


And in that hope Alt leaue you foz an houre, Exit Gre. | [ 
Here enters Ard. Frau. and Mic. 

Mic. Twere belt that. went backe to — 
{The hozſe halts downe right, it were not goon 5 
He trauailed in (ach paine to Feuerſhame, 
Remouing of a ſhoe may happily helpe it. tg 

Ard. TUcl! get yon backe to Rocheſter, but arra \& ys 

ouertake vs crc we come to Napnum done, 
Foz it will be verylatecre we get home. " 

Mic. J Gad he knowrs, and ſo toi Will 4 Shak: bag 
That thou ſhalt neuer goe further then that downe, 

And th=rcfo2e haue I pꝛickt the hozſe on purpoſe, 

Becauſe J would not vie w the maſſacre,! Exit Michaell. 
Arden. Come $9. Francklin cowards with rour tale, 
Fran. J allure you ſir you taſke me muchj, 

A heaup blood is gathered at my hart. 

And on the ſuddaine is my winde (0 ſhozt 

As hindereth the paſſage of my ſpeech. 

So ferſe a qualme pet nere aſſailedme: 

Ard. Tome M. Francklin let vs got on ſoftly, - 
The auopance ofthc duſt, oz elſe ſome meate 

pou cate at dinner, cannot bꝛoke with peu: 

J haue beene okten ſo, and ſoctte amended... 
ran. Doe pou remember Where my tale did leaue: 
Ard. J, where the gentleman did check his wife, 


7 F. 2 2: ran. 
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Fran. he beeing Aa fo2 the fac, 
Witnes p2oduced that tooke her with the deede, 
Ver gloue bꝛough in, which there ſhe left behind, 
And many other aſſuredarguments, 

Ver huſband al kt her whether it were not ſo, 

Ard. Ver anſwer then, J wonder how ſhec lokt, 
Vauing foziwoane it with ſuch vehement oathes, 

And at the inſtant ſo appꝛoued vpon her, 

Fran. Firſt did thee caſt her eyes downe to the earth, 
Watching the dꝛops that fell a maine from thence, 
Then (oftly dzawes ſhe font her hand-kercher, 

And modeſtly the wipes her teare ſtaind face: 
Chen hemd lhe out to cleare her voice ſhould ſecme, 
And with a maieſtie addzeſt herſclfe, 

To encounter all the ir accuſations, 

Pardon me P. Arden J can no moze: 

This ſighting at my hart, makes ſhozt my winde. 

Ard. Come we are almoſt now at Kaynum downe, 
Pour pzetty tale begmles the weary way, 

J would you were in (kate to tell it out, 
Sha. Stand cloſe Mill, J heare them comming. 
Naeere enters Lord Cheny with is men. 

Wil. Stand to it Shakebag, and be reſolute, 

Lord Che. Js it ſpneere night as it ſeemes, 

D; will this black faced evening haue a ſhow2e ? 

What M. Arden pou are well met 

J haue longd this fo:tnights dap toſpeake with you, 

Vou are a ſtranger man in the Jle.of Sheppy, 
Ard. Pour honozs alwaies bound to doe yon ſeruite, 


— 


L. Che. Come vou from London 4 nere a man with you ? - 


Ard. My man's comming after, 

But her's mp honclt freend that came-along with me. 
L. Che. Pp Loꝛd Pzotectozs man J take you to be, 
Fran. I my good Lozd, and highly bound to vou, 
L. Che. Pou and your friend, come home q ſup * me. 
Ard. J beſeech pour honoz pardon me, 

J haus made a pꝛomiſe to a gentleman, 


\ 5 ” 
1 
9 


ef Feuersbam. 


My honelt friend to miete him at my houſe, 

Che occaſion is great, oꝛ elſe would JF waite on vou. 
Lord C. TU you come to mozrowe and dine with me, 

And bꝛing pour honeſt friend along with you ; 

J haue diuers matters to talke with pou about. 
Arden To moꝛrow wele waite vpon pour honour. 
Lord C. One of you ſtaꝝ mi hoꝛſe at the top of the hill; 

What black Till, foz whoſe purſe waite pou: | 

Chou wilt be hanged in Kent, when all is done, 

Wil. Not hanged, God ſauc your honour, 

J am pour bedeſman, bound to p2ay fo: vou. 

Lord C. I think thou nere ſaydſt pꝛaxer in all thy liſe, 

One of pou giue him a crowne, 

And ſirra leaue this kind of life, 

It thou beeff tainted foꝛ a penny matter, 

—— come in queſtion ſurc lx thou wilt truffle, 

Come P. Arden let vs be going, | 
Vour wap and mine lies foure mile together. Exeunt. 
Manct black Will and Shakebag. 
Will. The denil bzeake all yournecks, at 4. milts end, 

Z dunds J could kil my ſelft fo2 very anger. 

Vis Loꝛdchip chops me in, tuen when 

Py dagge was leaueld at his hart. 

J would his crowne were molten downe his thzoat. 
Shak. Arden thou haſt wondzous holy lucks, 

Did euer man eſcape as thou haſt done. 

TUel Jle Kſcharge my Piſloll at the ſ kie, 

Fo; by this bullet Arden might not die. 

Heere enters Greene. 
Gree. Mhat is he downe, is he diſpatcht ? 
Shak. Jin health towards Feuerſham, to ſhame vs all, 

Gree. The deuil he is, why firs how eſcapt he: 

Shak. When we were ready to ſhote, 

Comes my Loꝛd Cheinp to pꝛeuent his death. 
Gree. The Loꝛd of heauen hath pꝛeſerued him. 


$ 


Will. Pꝛeſcrued, a fig, the L.Cheiny hath pꝛeſerued him, 


And bios pum! to a feaſt, to his houſe at Shoziow; 
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But bp the way, ence moze Ile meete with him, 
And ifall the Cheinies in the world ſap no, 
Ve haue a bullet in his bꝛeaſt to mozrow, 
Therekoze come Greene and let vs to Feuerſham. 
781 ce. J and excuſe our ſelnes to miſtres Arden: 
O how ſhele chafe when ſhe heares of this. 
Ffiale TUHy ile warrant pou ſhele think we dare not do it. 
Will. App then let vs goe, and tel her all the matter. 
And plat the newes to cut him off to moꝛrow. Exeunt. 
Heere enters Arden and his wife, Francklin 
a and Niichael. 
Ard. Sc how the houres, the gardcat of heauens gate, 
Vaue by their toile remoued the darkſcme clouds, 
That Sol may wel deſerne the trampled pace, 
TU: rcin he wont to guide his golden Car, 
The ſcaſon fits, come Francklie, let gaway. 
Alce. Jthought you did pzetend ſome ſpecial hunt, 
hat made pou thus cut ſhozt the time of reſt. 
Ard. At was no chaſe that made me riſe ſo carly, 
But as F told thee peſternight to e to the Ale of Shcppy : 
There to dine with my Lozd Cheinp. 
Fo: ſo his honour late commaunded me. 
Alce. I ach kind huſbands ſildome want excuſes, 
Vome is a wild Cat, to a wandꝛigg wit, 
Doc time hathbane, would Sod it were not paſt, 
That honcurs title noz a Loꝛds counnaund, 
Could onte haue dzawae vou from theſe armes of mine, 
Vut niꝑ deſerts, oꝛ pour deſernes decay, 
Di both, vet iftrue loue map ſæme deſert, 
J mcrite il to haue thy company, 
Fran. Why J p2ay vou lir, let her goe along with bs, 
A am ſure his honour wil welcome her, 
And vs the moze, fo2 bꝛinging her along. 
Ard. Content, ſirra ſaddle pour mibres Nag, 
Alce. No, begd fanour merits little thanks, 
J ſheuld goe, our houſe would runne awar, 
: elſe be ſtoine, therefo: e Fle tap behind. 
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Ard. Nay ſe how miſtaking you are, 

J pꝛap thx goe, / 

Alce. No,no,not now. | 

Alce. Zen let me leaue the ſatiſſied in this, 
That time no2 place, noꝛ perſons alter me, 

But that J hold the dearer then my like. 

Alce. That wil be ſene by pour quick returne. 

Ard. And that ſhal be ere night and if 4 liue. 
Farcwel (wat Alce, we mind to ſup with the. Exit Alce. 

Fran. Come Michael are our hozſes ready: 

Mich. J pour hozſe are ready, but J am not ready, 
Foz J haue loſt my purſe, | 
WAith ſire and thirty ſhillings in it, 

With taking bp of my P. Nagge, _ 
Fran. Why J pꝛap pou let vs goe beſoze, 
Tuhileſt he tapes behind to ſeeke his purſe, 
Ard. Goe to ſirra, ſe pou follow vs to the Ile of Sheppy, 
To my Lozd Cheyntes where we meane to dine. 
Exeunt Arden and Francklin. 
| Manet Michaell. 

Nlich. Yo faire weather after you, 

Foz befoze you, lies black UWill and Shakebag, 
In the bzome cloſe, to cloſe foz you, 
Lheylc be your Ferrymen to long home. 

Heere enters tlie Painter. 
But who is this the Painter, my Cozriual, 
That would needs winne P. Suſan. 

Clark. How now Michael, how doth my Piltres, 
And all at home ? 

Mich. Who Suſan ÞPoſbie 2 ſhe is your iſtres to. 

Clar c. J, how doth lhe, and all the reſt ? 

Mich. All's wel, but Suſan lhe is ſicke. 

Clark. Sick, of what diſeaſe? 

Mich. Of a great feare. 

Clark. A feare, of what ? 

Nlich. A great feaucr. 


Clark. A fcauer, Sod fozbid., 
; | Ruch. | 
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Mic. Ves faith, and ot a lozdaine to, 
As bigge as pcur ſelfe. 
Clar. D Pichaell the ſpleene pꝛicks you, 
Goe too, you carry an cye ouer miſtres Duſan, 
Rlic. J faith, to keepe her from the Painter, 
Clar. Why moze from a Painter, then from a ſeruing 
creature like pour ſelfe. 
Nic. Becauſe you Painters make but a painting table cf a 
petty wench,and ſpoile her beautie with blotting, 
Cla. TuUhbat meane you by that: 
Mic. hy that you Painters paint Lambes in the lining 
of wenches pcticotes, 
And wee ſcruing men put hoznesto them, to make them be⸗ 
come ſheepe. 
Cla. Such another wozd will coſt pou a cuffe o; a knocke. 
Nic. What with a dagger made of a penſiil 
Faith tis tco weake, 
And thercfo2e thou too weake to winne Suſan, 5 
Cla. TUould Suſans lcue lay vpon this trcke. 
Thenke breakes Michacls head. 
Heereenters Mosbie, Greene, and Alce. 
Alce. Ile lay my life this is fe Suſans loue, 
Stayd ycu behind yeur Paiſter to this ends | 
H:uc yu no other time to bꝛabble in | N 
But now when ſerious matters are in hand: : 
Say Clarke, haſt thou done the thing thou pzomiſed ? 
Cla. 7 here it is, the very touch is death. 
Alce. Chen this J hope, if all the reſt doe faile, 
All catch P. Arden, 175 
And make hun wile in death, that lineda foole. 
hy ſhould he thꝛuſt his ſickle in our cone, | 
Oꝛ what hath he to doe with thee my loue 2 | | 
DO goucrne me that am to rule mp lclfe, | 
Fo;locth foꝛ credite ſake I mult leaue thee, 
Nay he mult leaue to liue, that we map loue, 
Pay ue, map louc, fo? what is life but lone ? 
And loue ſhall laſt as long as life remaines, 
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And life ſhall end, bekoꝛe my loue depart. 

Mol. Qhy what s loue, without true tonſlantiee 
Like toa piller built of many ſtones, ? 
Yet neither wity good moꝛter well compact, 

Noꝛ ſemell, to faſten it in the iopnts. 

But that it ſhakes with euer blaſt of wind, 
And being toucht, ſtraight falls vnto the carth, 
And buries all his haughty pꝛide in duſt, 

No let our loue be rockes of Addamant, 

Thich time noz place, noz tempeſt can a ſunder. 

Gre. Pol bie leaue pꝛoteſtations now 
And let vs bethinke vs what we haue to doe: 

VBlacke Mill and Shakebag J haue placed, 
In the 15;z0ame cloſe watching Ardens comming, 
Lets to them, and ſee what they haue done. Exeunt, 
lere enters Ard. and Fran. 

Ard. Oh ferry man, where art thou? 

leere enters the Ferty-man, 

Fer, ere, here, goe befoze to the boate, 

And J wil faitbw pou. : 

Ard. Ae haue great haſt, I pꝛaꝝ thee come awap, 

Fer. Fic, what a miſt is heere. 

Ard. This miſt my friend is miſticall, 

Like to a good companions ſmoaky bzaine, 
That was halfc dzownd with new ale ouer night. 

Fer. Tuere pittie but his (cull were opened, 
To make moze Chimny roome. 

Ad. Frcend, what thy opinion of this mitt, 

Fer. Ithinke tis like a curſt wife in a little houſe, 
That neuerleaues her huſband till ſhe dꝛiue him 
dut qt doozes, with a wct paire of exes, 

Then lookes he as if his houſe were a fire, 
©: ſome of his friends dead. 

Ard. Speakts thou this of thine owne experience, 

Fer. Pechaps J, perhaps no: foꝛ my wife is as other 
women are, that is to ſay, gouerned by the Poone. 

Fran. By the Moonec, how Z _ thce : r | 
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Fer. Na thereby lies a bargaine. 
And you ſhall not haue it freſh and faſting. 
Ard. Pes J pꝛap thee good Ferrpman. 
'- Fer. Then foz this once let it be Pidſommer Poone, 
But pet my wife as anether moone. 
Fran. Another Poone. | 
t er: I. and it hath influcnces and eclipſes, 
rd. TUhy then by this reconing, you ſometimes 
plwKuap the man in the Boone, 
Fer. J but you had not beſt to meddle with that moone 
Leaſt I ſcratch vou by the face with my bꝛamble buſh, 
Ard. J am almoſt ſtifled with this fog, come lets away 
Fran. And ſirra as ws goe, lets haue ſome moze of your 
bold peomandep. 
Fer. Nap by my troth ſir, but flat knauerp. Exeunt. 
Here enters Will at one doore, and 
Shakebag at another. 
Sha. Oh Will where art thou: 
V Vill. Bere ſhakebag, almoſt in hels mauth, 
here J cannot ſee my way fo2 ſmcake. 
Sha. J pꝛap thes ſpeake ſtill that we may mecte 
by the ſound, foz J ſhall fall into ſome ditch oꝛ 
other; vnlefe my fcete ſee better then my eyes, 
Will. Didſt thou euer ſee better weather torunne 
| away with another mans wife, oz play with 
— * a wench at pot anger. 
Shak. Nothis were a fine ivozld fe: Chandlers 
if this weather wouls laft, foz then a man 
ſhould neuer dine no2 ſup without candle light, 
But firra Will, what hoꝛſes are thoſe that paſt 2 
Will. Why didſt thou heare any ? 
Sha. J that J did, 
Wil. Py life foz thine, twas Arden and his companion, 
and then all cur labour's leſt, | | 
Sha. Nay ſapnot ſo, foꝛ if it be they, they may happily 
lcoſe their way as we haue done, 
5 13 and then we may chaunce meecte with them, 
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V Vil. Come lets goe on like a couple of blind pilgrims, 
Then Shakebag falls into a ditch. 
Sha. Velpe Mill helpe, J am almoſt dzownd, 
Here enters the Ferry-man. 
Fer. Ahoſe that, that calls fo: help: ? 
V V:!. Zwas none here, twas thou thy ſelfe. 
Fer. J came to helpc him that cald fo helpe. 
Ahr how now: who is this thats in the ditch 2 
Vou are well enough ſerued, to goe without a guide 
ſuch weather as this. (mozning 
Will. Sirra, what companions hath paſt pour ferric this 
Fer. None but a couple of gentlemen, that went to dine 
at my Loꝛd Chcinepes, 
\W1l. Shakebag, did not J tell theeaſmuch? 
Fer. ihr fir, will you haue any letters carried to them: 
V Vil. No ſir, get yeu gone. 
Fer. Did you tuer ſcc ſuch a milf as this: 
V Vil. No, noꝛ ſuch a ſoole as will rather be hought 
then get his way. 
Fer. TAhy fir, this is no hough munday, you are decciued, 
N hats his name J p2ap you fir ? 
Sha. Vis name is Blacke will. 
Ter. J hope to ſee bim one day hangd vpon a hill. 
xit Ferry man. 
Sha. Ste how the Sunne hath cleerd the foggy miſt 
Now we haue miſt the marke of our intent. 
Here enters Gre. Mo. and Alce. 
Moſ. Black TUill and Shakbag, what make you here: 
Nhat is the decde done: is Arden dead. 
Will. What could a blinded man pcrfo2me in armes: 
Saw you not how till now the Sky was darke. 
That neither hoꝛſe noꝛ man could be diſcerned, 
Pet did we heare their hozſes as thep paſt. 
Gre. Vaue they eſcapt vou then, and paſt the Ferre: 
Sha. J fo a while, buf heere we two will Nay, 
And at their comming back, meete with them once moꝛe, 


Zounds J was nere ſo topld in all my life, 4 
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In following ſo light a taſke as this. 
Mol. Yaw camſt thou ſo beraide? 
Will. TUith making falſe foting in the dark, 
He nerds would follow them without a guide. 
Alce. Here's to pay foꝛ a fire and god chare, 
Get you to Feuerſham to the flower deluce, 
And reſt pour ſelues vntil ſoinc other time. 
Gree. Let me alone, it moſt conternes my ſkate, 
\Wi!l. 3 miſtres Arden, this wil ſerue the turnc, 
In caſc we fall into a ſecond fog. 
Exeunt Greene, V Vill and Shakebag. 
Moſ. Theſe knaucs wil neuer doc it, let vs giue it ouer. 
Alce. Firſt tel me how you like my new deutce ? 
Sone when my huſband is returning back, 
Pou and J both marching arme in arme, 
Like louing friends, wele mate him onthe wap. 
And bolvly beard and bzanc him to his tœth: 
When woꝛds grow hote, and blowes begin to riſe, 
| Ile call thoſe cutters foath pour tenement, 
. QQ elo in a manner to take vp the fray, 
| Shal wound my huſband hozncſbie to the death. 
Nloſ. Ah fine deuiſe, why this deſerues a kiſſe. Exeunt. 
Heere enters Dick Reede and a Sailer. 
Sailer. Faith Dick Rerde it is to little end, 
Mis conſcience is to liberall, and he to nigardlip. 
To part from any thing may do thee god. 7 
Reede. He is comming from Shozlow as Underſtand, 
Berke ile intercept him, ſoꝛ at his houſe | 
Ve neuer wil vouchſafe to ſpeake with me: 
If pꝛapers and faire intreaties wil not ſcrue, 
Dz makenobattry in his flinty bꝛeaſt. 
Heere enters Fra. Ard. & Michael. 
Jie curſe the carle, andſee what that wil dw. 
See where he comes, to further my intent, 
. Arden J am now bound to the Sca, . 
Dy comming to you was about the plat of ground, 
Ahich wzongfally you detaine from me, 
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Although the rent of it be verp (mall, 
Pet wil it hclpe my wife and childzen : 
Wehich hare Jleaue in Feuerſham God knowes, 


Na dy and bare, fo2 Chꝛiſtes ſake let them haue it. 

Arden Francklin heareſt thou this felldw ſpeake : 
That which he cranes J dearelp bought of him, 
Although the rent of it was cuer mine, 

Sirra vou, that aſke theſe queſtions, 

Ik with thy clamarous impeaching tongue 

CThcu raile on me, as J haue heard thou doſt, 
Ile lay the vp ſo cleſe a twelue months day, 

As thou ſhalt neither ſe the Sunne noz Pene, 
Loe to it, foz as ſurelp as J live, 

Ile baniſh pitty if then ble me thus. 

Reede. That wilt thou doe me wzong, and thzeat me to⸗ 

Nay then Jle tempt the, Arden do thy wozlk, 

God J beſech thee ſhow ſome miracle, 

On the oꝛ thine, in plaguing thee foz this, 

Chat plot of ground, which thou detaines from me, 
I ſpeake it in an agony of ſpirit, 

Be rutnous and fatal vnto thee! 

Either there be butcherd by thy deareſt friends, 

Dꝛ clſe be bzonght foz men to wonder at. 

On thou oz thine miſcary in that place. 

Onꝛ there runne mad, and end thy curſed dayes, 

Fran. Fie bitter knaue bzidle thine enuious gue; 
Fo; curſes are like arrowes ſhot vpꝛight, | 
Thich falling downe light on the ſuto2s head. 

Reede. Light where they wil, were J vpon the Sea. 
As oft J haue in many a bitter ſtozme, 

And ſiw a dzeadful ſutherne flaw at hand, 

The Pylate quaking at the doubtful ſtozme, 

And all the Saylers p2aping on their knes, 

Cacn in that fearcful time wonld J fall downe, 

And aſke of God, what ere betide of me, 

Uengeance on Arden, oꝛ ſome miſc vent, 

To ſhew the wozld, what wꝛong the carle hath done. | 
G; This 
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This charge Ale leaue with my difkrcſfu] wife. 
y childꝛen ſhal be taught ſuch pzaycrs as theſe, 
And thus J goe but leaue my curſe with thee. 
Exeynt Reede and Say ler. g 
Ard It is the raplingeft knaue in Chʒiſtendome, 
And oftentimes the villaine wil bc mad, 
It greatly matters not what he ſapes, 
But J aſſure you, J nere did him wrong. 
tran. J thinke ſo S. Arden. 
Ard. Now that our hoz(es are gone home bcfoze, 
Hy wife may happily mæte me on the way, 
Fo; G0) knowes ſhe is growne paſſing kind of late, 
And greatly changed from the old humour 
Of her wonted frowardnes, 
And ſeekes by faire meanes to rt deme old faults. _ 
Fran. Yappy the change, that alters fog ihe beſt, 
But ſe in any caſe pou make no ſpcach, 
Lf the cherre we had at my Lozd Chernics, 
Although moſt bounteous and liberall, 
Foz that wil make her think her ſelte nioze wzongd, 
In that we did not carry her a long, 
Fo: ſure ſhe gend that Ge was left behind. 
Ard. Come Francklin, let vs ſtrauie to mend our pace, 
And take her vnawares plaping the Coke, 
Heere enters Alce and Nlosbie. 
F002 J belque ſhe&lc ſiiue to mend out chare. 
ran. TUhy there's no better creature in the wozld 
Then women are, when they are in god buinos, 
Ard. (Whois that? Moſbie, what ſo familiar: 
Iniur ious trumpet, andthou-ribald knaue, 
Ant wine thoſc armes. 
Alce. J witha ſugred kiſſe, let them vntwine. 

Ard. Ah Meſbie, periurd beaſt, beare this and all. 
Moſ. And pct no hozned beaſt, the hozncs arc thine, 
iran. D menftrous, nap then tis tune to d2aw, » 

Alce. Vupe ,belpe,they murther iy huſband, 
| Hcere caters WIIl ad Shligkebag 
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Shak. Zonnds who iniures M. Poſbie, | 
Pelpe Mill J am hurt. | 
Nloſ. J may thank pou Miſtres Arden fog this wound. 
Exeunt Mosbic, Will & Shakbag, 
Alce. Ah Arden what folly blinded ther? 
Ahiealtons harcb2..tne man what haſt thou done, 
Aden we to welcome thy intended ſpozt, 
Tame lovingly to mete thee on thy wap, 
Theu dꝛewit thy ſwoꝛd inraged with e 


And hurt thy friend, 


Whoſe thoughts were free from harme, 

All foz a woꝛthleſſe kiſſe, and iopning armes. 
Both done but merrilp, to try thy patience. 

And me vnhappy that deuiſed the reſt, 

Which though begun in ſpozt, vet ends in bled. 

Fran. Mary Hod defend me from ſuch a ieaſt. 

Alce. Couldſt thou not ſæ vs friendly (mile on th: 
hen we ioynd armes, and when J kiſt his cherke. 
Vaſt thou not lately foundme ouer kind ? 

Didſt thou not heare me cry they.murther the. 
Cald Jnot helpe to ſet mp huſband free : 

No, eares and all were witcht, ah me accurſt, 
To linke in liking with a frantick man, 
Hence⸗foꝛth Ile be thy ſlaue, no moze thy wife: 
» Foz with that name J neuer ſhal content the. 
It J be mercy thou ſtraight waies thinks me light. 
It᷑ ſad thou ſayeſt the ſullens trouble me. 

It wel attired thon thinks J wil be gadding, 

If homely, I ſeme lluttiſh in thine epe. 

Thus am I ſtil, and ſhal be while 3 dye, 

Poꝛe wench abuſed by the miſgouernment. 

Ard. But is it fo2 truth, that neither thou noz he. 
Entendeſt malice in your miſdemeanonr. 

Alce. The heauens can witnes of our harmles thoughts, 

Ard. Then pardon me ſweet Alce, 

And fo2atue this fault: 
Fozget but this, and neuer ſe the like. 
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Jmpole me pennante, and J wil perfoꝛme it: 
Fo? in thy diſcontent I finde adcath, . | 
A death tozmenting moze then deathit ſelfe. | 

Alce. Nay hadſt thou loued me as thou doeſt pꝛetend, 1 f 
Thou wouldſt haue markt the ſpraches of thy friend, 75 
Tho going wouuded from the place, de ſaid 
Vis ſkinne was pearc'd onely thzough my deuiſe, 
And if ſad ſoꝛrow taint thee fo2 this fault, - 
Chou woul dſt haue followed him, and ſeene him dzell, 
And cryde him mercy whom thou hal miſdone, 
Nere ſhal my hart be eaſed til this be done. 
Arden. Content thee ſweet Alce thou ſhalt haue thy wil 
Nhat cre it be, Foz that J iniurd thee, 
And w2onad my friend, ſhame ſcourgeth my offence, 
Come thou thpſcife and goe along with me, 
Aud be a mediatoztwixrt vs two. 

Fran. Ah P. Arden, now vou what vou doe, 
Till you follow him that bath diſhonourd peu. 

Alce. Why canſt thou pzauc J haue bene diſlopall. 

Fran. Why Poſdie tannt your huſband with the hozne. 

Alce. J after he had reuiled him, 
By the iniurioùs name of periurd bcaſt, 
Ve knew no w2ong could ſpite an icalious man, 
Moze then the hateful naming of the hoꝛne. 

Fran. Suppoſe tis true, pct is it dangerous, 
To tfallow him whom he hath lately hurt. 

Alce. A fault confeſſed is moꝛe then halfc a mends, 
But men of ſuch ill ſpirit as pour ſcife, 
Tozke croſſes and debates twirt man and wife. 

Ard. 3 pꝛap the gentle Francklin hold thy peace, 
A know mi wife counſels me foz the bel, | | 
Ile ſeeke out Moſbꝛe. where his wound is dzeft; 

And ſalue his hapleſſe quarrcl if max. 
<, Excunt Arden and Alce. 
Fran. Me whom the deuil dꝛiues muſt goe perfozce, 
Poze Gentleman how ſane he is bewitcht, 
And pet becauſc his wife is the inſtrument, 
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His friends mull not be laniſh in their ſpeech, Exat. Fran. 
Here enters Wil, Shak. and Greene. 
VVill. Sirra Greene, when was J lo 
long in killing a man, 
Gre. J thinke we ſhall neuer doe it, 
let vs giue it ouer. 
Shak. Nay zounds wele kill him, 
though we be hangd at his doze foz cur labeur, 
Will. Thou knowſt Creene that J haue liued in N 
London this twelue peeres, 
NAhere I haue made ſome goe vpon wodden legs 
fo; taking the wall of me, 
Diuers with ſiluer noſes, foz ſaying, 
| There goes Black- will. 
J haue crackt as many blades, 
as thou haſt done Nuts, 
Gre. O menftrous lie, - 
Wil. Faith in a manner J haue. 
The bawdie houſes haue paid me tribute, 
There durſt not a whoze let vp, vnleſſe ſhe haue agreed 
with me firſt foꝛ opening her hop windowes. 
Foz a croſſe wozd of a Tapſter, Eu 
J haue pearced one barrell after another with my dagger, 
And held him by the eares till all his beere hath run out. 
In Temes ſtreete a 15zewers cart was like to haue runne 
ouer me, I made no moze adoe, but went tothe Clarke, 
and cut of all the natches of his tales, 
and beate them about his hꝛad. (watch 
J and my company baue taken the Conſtable from his 
And carried him abcut the fields on a coltſtaffe. 
7 hauc bꝛoken a Hartants head with his owne mace, 
and baild whom X liſt with my ſwoꝛd and buckler. 
All the tenpenny ale houſes would ſtand cucry mozning 
with a quart pot in their hand, 
Sapint, will it pleaſe your wozthip dzinke: 
He that had not done ſo, had beene ſure to haue had his 


ugne puld downe, z his latice boꝛne away the next night. 
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Co conclude, what haue J not done ? yet cannot mos 


Doubtleſte he is pꝛeſcrued by miracle. 
Heere enters Alce and Michael). 
Gre. Vtute TW, here comes miſtres Arden, 
Alce. Ab gentle ichaell, art thou ſure their friends, 
fic. Ahr I ſaw them when they both ſhooke hands, 
When Mol bie bled, he tuen wept foz ſozrow, 
And raild on Francklin that was cauſe of all, 
No ſooner came the Surgen in at dozes, 
But my . tooke to his purſe, and gaue him money. 
Anꝭ to conclude, ſent me to bzing vou woꝛ d, 
That Pol bie, Francklin, Bzadſhaw, Adam fowie, 
With diuers of his neighbo2s,and his friends, 
: Cult come and ſup with you at our hoſe this night. 
Aice. Ah gentle Pichaell, runne thou back againe, 
And when my hul band walkes into the faire, 
Bid Mob bie ſteale from him, and come to me. 
And this night ſhalt thou and Saſan be made (ure, 
Nic. Lie goe tell him. : 
Alce” Amd as thou goeſt, tell Jahn ccoke of our gueſts, 
ud bid him lay it on, ſparc foz no coſt. Exit. Mic. 
7 Vill. Nays there be ſuch chere, wele bid our lelues. 
Hiſtres Arden, Dick Orerne 4 J do mean to ſup with you, 
Alce. And welcome ſhall vou be, ah gentlemen, 
vow miſt pou of pour pur poſe peltcrnight 2 
Gre. Twas long of Shakebag, that vnluckie villaine. 
Sha. Thau dock me w2ong, J did as much as any, 
Will. Nay then P. Alc e, Ile tell you how it wos, 
Ahen he ſhould haue lecht with both his yilts, 
We in a bꝛauerp lo2iſht ouer his head, 
Aith that comes Franc klin at him luſtilp, 
And hurts the lane, with that he linkes awap, 
No his wap had beene to come hand and feete, 
ene and two reund at his coſterd. 
Ve like a ſoole beares his ſwoꝛd point halfe a pard out 
of danger, Jlicycere fo2 my life, 
If the deuill come, and he haue no moze ſtrength then fence 
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Ve ſhall neuer beate me from this ward, 
Ile ſtand to it, a buckler in aſkilfull hand, 
Js as good as a Caſtle, 
Nay tis better then a ſconce, fo2 J haue (ryde it. 
Maſ bie perceiuing this, began to faint, 
With that comes Arden with his arming ſwoze 
And thzuſt him thzough the ſhoulder in a trice. 

Alce. J but J wonder why you both ſl oode fill, 

Will. Faith J was ſo amazed J could not ſtrike. 
Alce Ah firs, had he peſternight beene Haine, 
Foz euer dꝛop of his deteſted blood, 

4 would haue camd in angels in thy fiff, 
And kiſt thee too, and hugd thee in mine armes. 

\V:i!. Patient pour ſelfe, we cannot helpe it now. 
Greene and we two, will dogge him thꝛough the faire, 
{nd ſtab him in the croude, and ſteale away. 

Here enters Mosbie. 

Alce. It is vnpollible, but hecre tomes hee, 
That will 3 hope inuent ſome ſurer meanes. 

D weete Mol bie hide thy arme, it kils my hart. 

Nloſ. J miſtres Arden, this is ycur fausur, 

Alce. Ah ſap not ſo, foz when J ſaw thec hurt, 

2 could haue tooke the weapon thou letſt fall, 

And runne at Arden, fo: J haue (wozne, 
That theſe mine cyes offended with his light, 
Shall neuer cloſe till Ardens be ſhut vp. | 
This night I roſe and walkt abcut the chamber, 
And twiſe oꝛ thʒiſe J thought to haue murth2ed him. 

Rloſ. That in the night, then had we beene vndone. 

Alce. TUhy, how long ſhall he liue: 

Moſ. Faith Alce no longer then this night. 
Blacke Mill and Shake bag, will you two 
Perfo2me the complot that I haut lad. 

Vill. I, oz els thinke me a villame. 

Gre. And rather then you ſhall want, 
Ile helpe my ſelfe. 


Mol. Pou P. Orcene HEL ſi . Francklin fozth, 4 
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And hold him with a long tale of ſtrange newes: 


That he may not come home till ſupper time. 


Ile fetch P. Arden home, and we like friends, 


Nil plaie a game 02 two at tables here, 


, Alce. But what of all this: 
Vow ſhall he be llaine? ho 
Nos. &lhy black Mill and Shakebag lockt within 
the counting-heuſe, ; 
Shall at a cerfaine watchwozd giuen, ruſh fozth, 
Will. That ſhall the watch-wozd be? 
Moſ. (Row à take you) that ſhall be the word, 
Bat come not fozth befo2c in any caſe, 
Wil. J warrant you, but whoſhall locke me in? 
Alce. That will x, thou ſt kcepe the key thy ſelfe. 
Moſ. Come MP. Greene, go? yon along with me. 
Dee all things ready Alce againſt we come, 
Alce. Take no care fo2 that, ſend pou him home. 
| Exeunt Mosbie and Greene. 
And if he ere goe fazth againe, blame me, 
Come black Will that in mine eycs art faire, 
Next vnto Pol bie doe Jhoneur thee, 
Inſtead of faire woꝛds and large pꝛomiſes, 
Py hands ſhall play you golden harmony, 
Vow like you this? ſay, will pon doe it (irs ? 
WII. J and that bꝛauelp too, marke my dcuice, 
Place Þoſbie being a ſtranger in a chaire, 
And let pour huſband uit vpon a ſtoole, 
That J map come behinde him cunningly, 
And with a towell pull him to the ground, 
Then tab him till his fleſh be as a ſite, 
That doone, bearc him behind the Abby, 
What thoſe that finde him murthcred,may ſuppoſe 
Some llaue oz other kild him foz his gold. 
Alce. A fine dcuice, pon ſhall haue twentie pound, 
And when he is dead you ſhall haue foztie moze, 
And leaſt you might be ſuſpectcdſtaying here, 
Pichaell ſhall ſaddle you two luſtie geldings, 


/ p 


Aide 


of Feuersbam. 


Ride whether pou wil to Þcotlando2 to Wales, 
Ile ſe pou ſhal not lacke, where ere you be. 
Will. Such wozds would make one kill 1000,men, 
Giue me the kep, which is the counting houſe ? 
Alce. Here would J ſtay, and ſtil encourage you, 
But that 3 know how reſolute pou are. 
Shak. Tuſh you are to faint harted, we muſt doe it. 
Alce. But Meſvie wil be there, whole very lokes, 
Mill adde vnwonted courage to my thought, 
And make me the ficſt that ſhal aduenture on him. 
Will. Tuſh get you gone, tis we muſt doe the deede, 
When this dane opens next, loke foz his death. 
Alce. Ah, would he now were here, that it might open, 
IJ wal no moze be cloſed in Ardens armes, 
That like the ſnakes of blacke Tiſiphon, 
Sting me with their embzacings, Moſbies armes 
Shal compaſſe me, and were J made a ſtarre, 
J would haue none other ſpheres but thoſe, 
There is no Nectar, but in Poſbies lips, 
Nad chalt Diana kiſt him, ſhe like me 
Would grow loue ſick, and from her watry bower, 
Fling dowue.Endimion and ſnatch him vp: 
Then blame not me, that lay a ſilly man, 
Not halfe ſo louely as Endimion. | 


Heere enters Michael. 

Mich. Miſtris my Paiſter is comming * by, 
Alce. Aho comes with him, | 
Alich. No body but Moſbie. | 
" Alce. That's wel Pichael, fetch in the Tables, 

And whe thou haſt done, ſtand befoze the countinghouſc dec, 
Mich. TUby ſo 2? 
Alce. Black Will is lockt within, to doe hs! d&de, 
Mich. What ſhal he die to night: | 
Alce. J Michael. 
Nlich. But ſhal not Suſan know ite 
Alce. Pes, foz lhele be as ſecret as our ſelucs. 
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Mich. That's bzaue, Ile goe fetch the Tables. 

Alce. But Pichael hearke to me a woꝛd oz two, 
Then my huſband is come in locke the ſtrete dw2e : 
Be (hal be mutthꝛed oz the gueſts come in, Exit NIichael. | 

Heere enters Arden and Mosbie. | | 

Hul band what means vou to bzing Poſby home? 
Although J uicht vou to be reconciled, | 
Twas moze fo2 feare of pou, then leue of him, 
Black Mill and Greene are his companions, 
And they are cutters, and may cut pou ſhozt, ' 
Therefoze I thought it god to make vou friends. 
But wherefoze doe you bʒing him hether now, 
Pen haue giuen me my ſupper with his fight. 

Mol. P. Arden me thinks your wife would haue me gene. 

Ard. $:3 god h. Poſdie, women wil be pꝛatling. 
Alce bid him welcome, be and J are friends. 

Alce. Von may infoꝛte mic to it, if pou wil. 
But J had rather die then bid him welcome, 
Vis company hath purchaſt me ill friends, 
And thereloze wil J nere frequent it moze. 

Nlol Oh how cunninglyp ſhe can dꝛuſemble. 

Ard. Now he is Hare you wil not ſerue n ſa. 

Alce. J pꝛap yau bꝛ net angry oꝛ diſpleaſod; .. 
Ile bid him welcome (aing paw | haue it ,. AJ 
on are welcome S. Poſbie, wil pou fit downe, 

ol. J know JF am weicometo your louing huſband, 
Vut (oz pour (elfe,you ſpeake not from your hart. . 

Ace. And it᷑ I doc not, fir think J haue t auſe. 

Nlol. Pardon me P. Arden, Ale away, 

Ard. No god P. Poſbie. 

-Alce. Ve ſhal haue gueſts enough, though you goe hence 

Nloſ. à pzay yon M. Arden let me goe. | 

Aird. I pꝛap the (Bolbic let her pꝛate her fill. 

Ace. The dozes are open ſir, you may be gone, 

Nic. Naythat's a lie, fo2 J haue lockt the dozes, 

Ard. Sirra fetch me a cup oł wine. 
em make them kriends. 
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And gentle P. Alce, ſeeing you are ſo ſtout, 
Pou ſhal begin, frowne not, Ile haue it (0, 
Alce. IJ pꝛap vou meddle with that you haus to do. 
Ard. Why Alce: how can à doe to much fo him, 
TUhoſc life J haue endangered without cauſe. 
-.\ce. Tis true, & ſwingtwas partly thzough my meanes, 
J ain content io dzinke to him foz this once. | 
Være P. Poſbie, and J pꝛaꝝ you hence-fozth, 
Be as ſtrange to me, as J to you, 
Pour company hath purchaſed me ill friends. 
And J fo2 you God knowes, haue vndeſerue d 
Bene ill ſpoken of in enery plate. 
Therfoꝛe hencefoꝛth frequent my houſe no mozc. 
e. Ile ſe your huſband in diſpight of you, 
Pet Arden J pꝛeteſt to the by heauen, 
Thou nere (alt ſe me moze, after this night, 
Ile coc to Rome rather then be foz\wozne, 
Ard. Cuſh Ile haue no ſuch vowes made in my houle, 
Alce. Pes J p2ay you huſband let him ſweare, 
A:1d en that condition pledge me hare. | 
Mol. J as wiilingly as I meane to line. 
Ard Come Alce, is our ſupper ready vet: 
.7\ce. It wil by then you haue plaid a game at Tablcs. 
Ard. Comte B.Holbic, what ſhal we play foz e 
Vol. The games fo; a French crowne fr, 
And pleaſe you, 
Ard. Content, 
Then they play at the Tables. | 
will. Can he not take him pet? what a ſpight is that: 
Alce. Not pet Mill, take hede he ſe the not: 
Wal. 1 fcarc he wil (py me, as J am comming, 
Mich. To pꝛeuent that, crepe betwixt my legs. 
Moſ. One ate, oz elſe J loſe the game. 
Ard. Mary ſir there's two fo; failing. 
Nloſ. Ah . Arden (now J can take you) 


Then Will puls hum downe with a towell. 3 


Ard. Poſbie, Pichael, Alce, what wil you doe⸗ 


vvu 
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Wul. Nothing but take pou vp fir, nothing elſe, 
Mol. There's fo; the pzefſing Jron you told me of, 
Shak. And there's fo2 the ten pound in my lleeue, 
Alce. What, grenes thou : nay then giue me the weapon, 


Tanke this foꝛ hindzing Poſbres loue and mine. | 
Mich. D Miltres. 


Will. ay that villaine wil betray vs all, 
Mof. Tuſh feare him not, he wil be ſecret. F 
- Mich. Why doſt thou thinke J wil betray my ſelle. 
"Shak. In Southwarke dwelsa bonny no2ztherne lafſe, 

Lye widow Chambley, Ile ta her houſe now, 

And if ſhe wil not giue me harbozough, 

Ile make bot ofthe queane even to her ſmock, 
Will. Shift fo; your ſelues we two wil leaue pon now, 
Alce. Firſt lay the body in the countinghouſe. 

Then they lay the body in the countinghouſe. 
nde haue our gold miſtris Alce, adue, 

Pelbie fare wel, and Michael fare wel tw. Exeunt, 

Enter Suſan. 
Suſan, Piltr es, the gueſts are at the do2es. 
Heat hen they knock, what ſhal J let tdem in? 
Alce. Moſbie goe thous beare them company, Exit RI. 
And Suſan fctch water and waſh away this blod, 
Sufan. Zheblod clcanethto the ground and wil not out. 
Alce. Vut with my nailes Ile ſcrape awap the blod, 
The moe J Griuve the moze the blod appearęs: 
Suſan. TWhat s the reaſon P. can pou tel? 
Alce. Betauſe J bluch not at my huſbands death, 
Heere enters Mosbie. 
Rloſ. How now, what's the matter: is all wel? 
Alce. 7 wel, if Arden were aliue againe. | 
In vaine we ſtriue, foꝛ here his bled remaines. 
Mol. hy ſtrew ruſches on it, can you not, 
This wench doth nothing fall vnto the wozke. 

ce. Tas thou that made me murther him. 

Nof, What of that? 


Hie. Rap nothing Poſbie lo it be not knowne, 
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Aoſ. Keepe thou it cloſe, and tis vnpolſible, 
Alce. Ah but J cannot, was he not ſlaine by me, 


> 


My huſbands death tozments me at the hart. 
Mol. It ſhall not long tozment thee gentle Alce, 
J am thy huſband, thigfe no moze of him, | 
Here enters Adam Fowle and Brad. 
Brad. How now . Arden: what aple you weepe ? 
Nloſ. Becauſe her huſband is ab2oade ſo late, 
Acupple of Ruffins thꝛeatned him peſternight, 
And ſhe pooꝛe ſoule is affraid he ſhould be hurt. 
Adam. 36 nothing els ? tuſh hele be here anone. 
Here enters Greene. 
Gre. Now . Arden, lacke you any gueſts, 


Alce. Ah P. Greene, did pou ſee my huſ band lately, 
Gre. J ſaw him walking behind the Abby tuen now, 


Here enters Francklin. 

Alce. J doe not like this being ont ſo late, 
M. Francklin where did you leaue my huſband, 

Fran. 15clecue me J ſaw him not ſince mozning, 
Feare peu not hele come auone, meane time 
You may doe well to bid his gnefts fit downe, 

Alce. J ſo th: yp (hall, 4;. Bzadſhaw ſit you there, 
- p2ay you be content, Ile haue my will. 

, Nosbie fit peu in my huſbands ſeate. 

” luchaell. Duſan ſhall thou and J wait on them, 
©: and thou ſaiſt the wozd let vs fit downe tw. 

Su. Peace we haue other matters now in hand. 
J feare me Pichaell all will be be wꝛaped. 


Nlic. Tuch ſo it be knowne that J ſhall marry thee in the 


moꝛning, I care not theugh J be hangd ere night. 
But to pzeuent the wozſt, Ile by ſome rats bane. 
Su. TUby Pichacll, wilt thou poyſon thy ſelfe: 


Mich. No, but my Miſtres, fo2 J fearc ſhele tell. 
Su. Tuſh Pichaell feare not her, che s wiſe enough. 


Moſ. Sirra Michell, giues a cup of beere, 
Miſtres Arden, heers to your huſband, 
Alcc. p huſband? 


Fran. 
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Fra. What ayles you 3 to cry ſo ſuddenlp. a 
Allce. Ah neighbozs a ſudden qualme came ouer my part 
My hul bands beeing fo2th toꝛments my mind. 

J know ſoine thing s amiſle, he is not well, 
D! clſc J chould haue heard of him ere now. 

Aol. She will vndoe vs, through her fooliſhnes. 

Gre. Feare not M. Arden, he's well enough, 
Allce. Tell not me, J know he is not well, 
Ve was not wont fo to ſtay thus late, Se | 
Good P. Francklin goc and ſecke him fo2th, 

And if pou finde him, ſend him home to me. 
And tell him what a feare he hath put me in. 
/ ran. Jlike not this, J pzay Ood all ve well. 
Exeunt Fran. Hof. and Greene. 
Ile das him out, and finde him if J can. 
Alce. Michaell how ſhall J doe to rid the reſt away ? 
eic. Leaue that tomy charge, let me alonc, 
Ties very late h. Bꝛadſhaw, 
And there are many falſe knaues abzoad, 
And yon haue many narrow lanes to paſſe. 
Brad. Faith friend Pichaell and thou ſateſt true, 
Therefoze J p2ay thee lights foꝛth, and lends a linke. 
EExeunt Brad. Adam, and C1/1ch. 
Alce. Michacll bing them to the dozes, but toc not ſtay, 
Pou know J doe not lone to be alone: 
Goe Suſan and bid thy bzother come, 
But wherefoze ſhould he come ? Here is nonght but ſtare. 
Stap Suſan tap, and helpe fo counſell me. 
Sul. Alas J counſell, feare frights away mp wits, 
Then they open the courting-houſe dore 
and looke vpon Arden. 
Alce. See Suſan where thy quandam maiſter lies, 
Sweet Arden ſmeard in blood and goze, 
Sul. My bꝛether, yon, and J, ſhall rue this decde, 
Alce. Come Suſan, helpe to lift his bodp fozth, 
And let our ſalt teares be his obſequies. 
Heere enters Mosbie and Greene. 
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fol. Yow now Alce, whether will pon beare hum: 
Alce. Sweet Pol bie art thou come: 
Then weepe that will, 
J haue my w:th in that Jioy thy light. 
Gre. Mell it houes vs to be cirtumſpect. 
C17ſol. J foz Francklin thinks that we haue murthzcd 
Alce. J hut he cannot pꝛoue it foz his — (bun 
Vele ſpend this night in daliance and in 
Here enters Qſichaell. 
Alic. O Piſtres, the Paioz and all the watch, 
Aze'comming towards our honſe with glanes and bills, 
Alce. Make the doꝛe faſt, let them not come in. 
Moſ. Tell me ſweet Alce how ſhall J eſcape? 
Alce. Out at the backe doe, ouer the pile of wood, ? 
And ſoꝛ one night lie at the floure deluce, 
Jol. That is the nert way to betray mp ſelfe. 
Gre. Alas Hiftres Arden, the watch will take me here, 
And cauſe ſuſpition, where elſe would be none, 
Alce. Why take that way that maiſter ol bie doth, 
But firſt conucy the body to the ficlds, 
Then they beare the body into the fields. 
Moſ. U till to mozrow, ſweet Alce now farewell, 
And ſcc pou confe ſſe nothing in any caſe. 
Gre. Be reſolute M. Alce, betray vs not, 
But cleaue to vs, as we will ſticke to you; 
Exeunt Mosbie and Greene. 
Ace. Now let the Judge and iuries doe their woz 20, 
My houſc is cleere, and now J feare them not. 
Suſan. As we went it ſnowed all the way, 
Which makes me feare our footſteps will be ſpied, 
Alce. Peace foole, the ſnowe will coucr them againe, 
Sul: But it had done befoze we came back game, 
Alce. Yarke, harke, thcy knock, 
goe Pichaell let them in. 
Heere enters the Maior and the watch. 
Vow now P. Maioꝛ, haue vou bꝛeught my huſband home, 
Nlaior. I ſaw him come into pour houſe an houre u 
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Alce. Pon are deceiued, it was a Londoner, 
Maior. Miſtres Arden know you not one 
that is called blacke Will, | 

Ace. à know none ſuch, what meane theſe queſtions. 
Maior. J haue the counſels warrand to app2chend him. 
Alcc. Jam glad it is no woꝛſe. 
Why P. maioz thinke you J harbour any ſuch, 

Me. We are infozmd that hare he is. 
And therfoze pardon vs, foz we mull ſearch. 

Alce. J ſearch and ſpare pou not, thzough eucry rome, 

TUcre my buſband at home, you would not effet this. 

Heere enters Francklin. 

P. Francklin what meanc you come ſo ſad, 

Fran. Arden thy huſband, and my fricnd is ſlaine. 
Alce. Ah, by whom: P. Francklin can ou tel: 
Fran. J know not, but behind the Abby, 

There he lies murthered in molt pittious caſe. 

Mai. But P. Francklin are you ſure tis he. 

Fran. I am to ſure, would God J were deccaned. 

Alce. Finde out the murtherers, let them be knowne, 

Fran. JF ſo they ſhal, come you along with vs. 

Alce. Wherefoze ? 

Fran. Know you this handfowel and this knife: 

Suſan. Ah Michael thzough this thy negligence, 
Thou halt betraied and vndone vs all. 

Nlich. J was ſo afraid, J knew not what J did, 

I thought J had thꝛowne them both into the wel. 

Alce. It is the Pigs blod we had to ſupper. 

But whercfoꝛe ſtap pou: finde out the murtherers. 
Mai. J feare me pow l pꝛoue one of them pour ſelfe. 
Alce. J one of them, what meane ſuch queſtions. 
Fran. J feare me he was murthered in this houle. 

And carried to the fields, foꝛ from that place, 

Bat kwards and fozwards map you lee, - 

The pꝛint of many fate within the ſnow, 
Andloke about this chamber where we are, 
And vou ſhal finde part of his giltlcflc blod, 
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Foz in his ſlipſhwe did J finde ſome ruſhes, 
Which argucth he was murthered in this rome. 

Ma. Loke in the place where he was wont to fif, 
Dee, ſe, his blod it is t manifclk, 

Alce. It is a cup of wiue that Michael ſhed, 

Rlich. J trulp. 

Fran. It is his blod, which ſtrumpet thou halt ſhed, 
But it 3 liue thou and thy complices, 

Uhich haue conſpired and wzought his death, 
hall rue if, | 

Alce. Ah . Francklin God and heanen can tell, 
I loucd dim moꝛe then all the world beſide, 
But bꝛing me to him let me ſa his body. 

Fran. Vꝛing that villaine and Peſbies ſiſter to, 
And one of pou goe to the flower deluce, | 
Andfeke foz Doſvic,and appzehend him lo. Exeunt. 

Heere enters Shakebag ſolus. 

Shak. The widow Chamblyin her huſbands dayes J kept 
And now he's dead, ſhe is growne ſo ſtout 
She wil not krow her old companions, 

I tame thither thinking to haue had 

Harbour as I was wont, 

And ſhe was ready to thzuſt me out at dozes, 

But whether ſhe would oz no, J got me vp, 

And as ſhe followed me J ſpurd her downe the ſtaires, 
And bꝛoke her neck, and cut her Tapſters thꝛoat, 
And now J am going to fling them in the Thames, 

J haue the gold, what care J though it be knowne 2 


Ile croſſe the water, and take ſanctuary, 
Exit Shakebag. 


Heere enters the Maior, Mosbie, Alce, Francklin, 
Michael, and Suſan. 
Maior. Se P. Arden where your huſband lies, 
Conkelle this foule fault, and be penitent, 
Alce. Arden ſweet huſvand, what ſhal J ſay ? 
The moꝛe I ſound his name, the moze he bleedes, 


This blod condemnes me, and in guſhing lozth 
43 Speakes 


/ Riſe vp lwert Arden and enioy thy loue. / 
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Speakes as it falls, and * me why J did it: 
oꝛgiue me Arden, Jrcpent me now, D 
And would my death ſaue thine, thou ſhould not die, 


And frowne not on me when we mate in heauen, 
In heauen J loue tha, though on earth J did not. 
Nlaior. Say Poſbie what made ther murt her him, 
Franc. Study not foz an aunſwer, loke not downe, 
His purſe and girdle found at thy beds head, 
UWitnes ſufficiently thou didſt the deede, 
It botleCeis to ſwearc thou didſt it not. 
Mol.. J hired black Will and Shakebag, 
'-Ruffins both, 
And they and J haue done this murtherous * 
But wherefoze ſtap we 7 
Come andbeare me hence. 
- Fran. Thoſe Nuffins lhal not eſcape, 
J wil vp to London, and get the Counſels warrand 
to appꝛehend them. Exeunt. 
Heere enters Will. 
Will. Shalicbag J heare hath taken ſanctuary, 
But J am ſo purſucd with hues and cries, 
Foz petty robberies that J haue done, 
That à can come vnlo no Sanctuary, 
-, £herefoze muſt JF in ſome Oyſter-boate, — 
At laſt, be ſaiue to goe a bod ſome Hope. 


And ſo to Fluſhing, there is no ſtaping bare, 


At Sittinburgh the watch was like to take mes 

And had not J with my buckler coucrd my head, 

And runne full blank at all aduentures, 

J am ſure 4 had nere gone further then that place, 

Foz the Conſtable had c. warrands to appzehcnde me, 
Lolides that, J robbed tim and his man once 


at Gaos hill, 
" Faxewel England, Ile to Fluſhing now, Exit Will. 
Heere enters the Major, Mosbie, Alce, Vlichael, ' 
| Suſan,and Bradihaw. 
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Maior- Come make haſt and bzing away the pꝛiſoners. 
Brad. M. arden you are now going to God, 

And J am by the law condemned fo die, 
About adetter I bꝛought from M Greene, 
J p2ay vou M. Arden ſpeake the truth, 
Aas I cucr pʒiup to pour intent oz no? 

Alce. What ſhould I ſay ? 
Pou bought me ſuch a letter. 
But J dare ſweare thon kne welt not the contents, 
Leaue now to trouble me with wozldly things. 
And let me medifate vpon my Sauiour Chaitt, 
Whoſe blood muſt ſave me fo2 the blod J ſhed, 

Moſ. Dow long (hal J liue in this hell of grtefe 2 \ 
Conuey me from the pzeſcncsof that trumpet, 

Alce. Ah but fo2 the J hadneuer bene ſtrumpet, 
That can not oathcs and pꝛoteſtations doe? 
When men haue oppoꝛtunity to woe. 
J was to young to ſound thy villanics. 
But now J finde it, and repent to late. 

Suſan. Ah gentle bother, wherefoze ſhould J die, 
A knew not et it, till the deve was done. | 

Moſ. Foz the J mourne moze then foz my ſelfe, 
But let it ſuffice, I cannot ſaue thee now. 

Mic. And iti our b;other and my Piltris, 
Pad not pꝛomiſed me pou in marriage, 
Ihad neuer giuen conſent to this foule deede. 

Maior. Ltaue to accuſe cach other now, 
And liſten to the ſentence J ſhall giue, 
Beare Pol bie and his ſiſter to London ſtraight, 
There they in Þmithficlo muſt be executed, 
Beare M. Arden vnto Canterbury, 
Mhere her ſentence is ſhe muſt be burnt, 
Fichaell and 15;adſhaw, in Feuerſham 

muſt ſuffer death, 

Alce. Let my death make amends fo2 all my ſinnes, 
Moſ. Fic vpon women, this ſhall be my ſong, 


But beare me hence, foz I haue liued tos long, 


Suſan, 
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Sufan. Seeing no hope on earth,in heauen is my hope, 
Mic. Faith I care not, ſeeing à die with @uſan. 
Brad. y blood be on his head that gaue the ſentence. 
Maor. To ſpeedy execution with them all. Excunt. 
Here enters Francklin. | 
Franc. Thus haue you ſeene the truth of Ardens death, 
As foz the Ruffins, Shakebag and blacke Mill, 
The one tooke Sanctuarie, and being ſent foz out, 
Was murth:cd in Southwarke, as he paſt 
To Greenewitch, where the Lo2d P2oteco? lay, 
Black Will was burnt in Fluſhing on a (tage, 
Greene was hanged at Oſb}idge in kent, 
The Painter fled, and how he died we know nol. 
But this aboue the reſt is ts be noted, | 
Arden lay murthzed in that plot of ground, 
Which he by foꝛce and violence held from Rede, 
And in the grafſe his bodies pꝛint was ſeene, 
Two peeres and moze after the deede was done. 
Gentlemen, we hope ycule parden this naked Cragedie, 
herein no ſiled points are foiſted in, 
To make it gratious to the eare oz cye, 
Fo; ſimple truth is gracious enough, 
And needes no other _—_ of glozing ſtuffe. 
INIS. 


